Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2016  with  funding  from 
Boston  Library  Consortium  Member  Libraries 


https://archive.org/details/odesepodesofhora41  hora 


ODES  OF  HORACE 
BOOK  III 
Vol.  IV  — Part  I 


VSrLlMlTEa 


PRINTED ‘F,OR-MEMBERS,QNLVri 


WM1 


Q 


\ * 


aaaaTua 


;gno8  aaiiqani  aeum  sriT 
.Itaw  ji  3vi32do  bne  <j!ibH 

jj3M;hdi9  .W  .H  .W  ^ 

3 jy*!  cm  a wo  H ^ WiV^rco  wfc  nwt\ 


EUTERPE 


The  muse  inspires  my  song; 
Hark,  and  observe  it  well. 


Etching  by  W.  H.  W.  Bic knell 
From  an  origi nal  pai nti ng  by  Howard  Pyle 


topvnqh*. /&'**.  buT/uHi 


aaaaTua 


;§no8  sa-iiqani  asum  arfT 
Jlaw  Ji  aviaado  bnB  tjIi£H 


jjhm;hdi8  .W  .H  .W  ^ 

3jy4  qhawoH  ^ \ftn^no  wwv\. 


EUTERPE 


The  muse  inspires  my  song; 
Hark,  and  observe  it  well. 


Etching  by  W.  H.  W.  Bicknell 
From  an  original  painting  by  Howard  Pyle 


~&Re> 

►ESSEPODES 

cjO 

HORACE 

tgci-ecfitaf  Ly^ 
Clement  Lawrence  Smith, >1*M*  LlD 

*Dean  of  t&: facufty  offfi'fc  &jaepcej 
anf?  ‘Profess or  op  fat  in,  in?  ' 

n iv’ersrtyy^T* 

WifhNerf ions, Paraphrases  ancf. 

exp! cLnatory  Notes  6y  eminent 
§chol(LTS,ytate.sm,en  ancf 'poets 

MViffi  an  introduction  by 
yfRcH&ltiHOp  1R.ZL/JND 

Issued  by  &£  Bibliophile  Society 
jor  JSAembers  onlyn 

BOSTON  19  Oi 


H-P  Y LE  * 1 9 Ol 


Copyright,  1902,  by  The  Bibliophile  Society 
All  rights  reserved 


93^4- 


fiORATI.CARMINA. 
LIBER.  TERTIUS, 


CARMEN  I 


8 -•  ^ ui 


DI  profanum  volgus  et  arceo. 
Favete  linguis ! Carmina  non 
prius 

audita  Musarum  sacerdos 
virginibus  puerisque  canto. 


2 


THLODES-OmORACL 
BOOK.  THIRD. 


ODE  I 


ENCE,  ye  profane  ! I hate  you 
all; 

Both  the  great  vulgar  and  the 
small. 

To  virgin  minds,  which  yet 
their  native  whiteness  hold, 
Nor  yet  discoloured  with  the  love  of  gold, 
That  jaundice  of  the  soul 
(Which  makes  it  look  so  gilded  and  so  foul), 
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Regum  timendorum  in  proprios  greges, 
reges  in  ipsos  imperium  est  Iovis, 
clari  Giganteo  triumpho, 
cuncta  supercilio  moventis. 

Est  ut  viro  vir  latius  ordinet 
arbusta  sulcis,  hie  generosior 
descendat  in  Campum  petitor, 
moribus  hie  meliorque  fama 

contendat,  illi  turba  clientium 
sit  maior  : aequa  lege  Necessitas 
sortitur  insignis  et  imos, 

omne  capax  movet  urna  nomen. 

Destrictus  ensis  cui  super  impia 
cervice  pendet,  non  Siculae  dapes 
dulcem  elaborabunt  saporem, 
non  avium  citharaeque  cantus 
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To  you,  ye  very  few,  these  truths  I tell  ; 

The  muse  inspires  my  song ; hark,  and  ob- 
serve it  well. 

We  look  on  men,  and  wonder  at  such 
odds 

’Twixt  things  that  were  the  same  by  birth  ; 
We  look  on  kings  as  giants  of  the  earth, 
These  giants  are  but  pigmies  to  the  gods. 
The  humblest  bush  and  proudest  oak 
Are  but  of  equal  proof  against  the  thunder- 
stroke. 

Beauty,  and  strength,  and  wit,  and  wealth,  and 
power 

Have  their  short  flourishing  hour ; 

And  love  to  see  themselves,  and  smile. 
And  joy  in  their  pre-eminence  awhile : 

Ev’n  so  in  the  same  land. 

Poor  weeds,  rich  corn,  gay  flowers,  together 
stand ; 

Alas ! death  mows  down  all  with  an  impartial 
hand : 

And  all  ye  men,  whom  greatness  does  so  please, 
Ye  feast,  I fear,  like  Damocles  : 

If  ye  your  eyes  could  upward  move 
(But  ye,  I fear,  think  nothing  is  above), 

Ye  would  perceive  by  what  a little  thread 
The  sword  still  hangs  over  your  head : 
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somnum  reducent ; somnus  agrestium 
lenis  virorum  non  humilis  domos 
fastidit  umbrosamque  ripam, 
non  zephyris  agitata  Tempe. 

Desiderantem  quod  satis  est  neque 
tumultuosum  sollicitat  mare 
nec  saevus  Arcturi  cadentis 
impetus  aut  orientis  Haedi, 

non  verberatae  grandine  vineae 
fundusque  mendax,  arbore  nunc  aquas 
culpante,  nunc  torrentia  agros 
sidera,  nunc  hiemes  iniquas. 

Contracta  pisces  aequora  sentiunt 
iactis  in  altum  molibus ; hue  frequens 
caementa  demittit  redemptor 
cum  famulis  dominusque  terrae 

fastidiosus  : sed  timor  et  minae 
scandunt  eodem  quo  dominus,  neque 
decedit  aerata  triremi  et 

post  equitem  sedet  atra  Cura. 
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No  tide  of  wine  would  drown  your  cares; 
No  mirth  of  music  overnoise  your  fears : 

The  fear  of  death  would  you  so  watchful  keep 
As  not  t’  admit  the  image  of  it,  sleep. 

Sleep  is  a god  too  proud  to  wait  in  palaces, 
And  yet  so  humble,  too,  as  not  to  scorn 
The  meanest  country  cottages : 

“ His  poppy  grows  among  the  corn.,, 
The  halcyon  sleep  will  never  build  his  nest 
In  any  stormy  breast, 

’T  is  not  enough  that  he  does  find 
Clouds  and  darkness  in  their  mind : 
Darkness  but  half  his  work  will  do  : 

’T  is  not  enough  ; he  must  find  quiet  too. 
The  man  who,  in  all  wishes  he  does  make. 
Does  only  Nature’s  counsel  take, 

That  wise  and  happy  man  will  never  fear 
The  evil  aspects  of  the  year  ; 

Nor  tremble,  though  two  comets  should  ap- 
pear ; 

He  does  not  look  in  almanacs  to  see 
Whether  he  fortunate  shall  be  : 

Let  Mars  and  Saturn  in  the  heavens  conjoin, 
And  what  they  please  against  the  world  design, 
So  Jupiter  within  him  shine. 

If  of  your  pleasures  and  desires  no  end  be  found, 
God  to  your  cares  and  fears  will  set  no  bound. 
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Quod  si  dolentem  nec  Phrygius  lapis 
nec  purpurarum  sidere  clarior 
delenit  usus  nec  Falerna 

vitis  Achaemeniumque  costum, 

cur  invidendis  postibus  et  novo 
sublime  ritu  moliar  atrium  ? 

Cur  valle  permutem  Sabina 
divitias  operosiores  ? 
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What  would  content  you  ? who  can  tell  ? 
Ye  fear  so  much  to  lose  what  ye  have  got. 

As  if  ye  liked  it  well : 

Ye  strive  for  more,  as  if  ye  liked  it  not. 

Go,  level  hills,  and  fill  up  seas. 

Spare  naught  that  may  your  wanton  fancy 

But  trust  me,  when  you  have  done  all  this. 
Much  will  be  missing  still,  and  much  will  be 
amiss. 


Abraham  Cowley 
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CARMEN  II 

NGVSTAM  amice  pauperiem 
pati 

robustus  acri  militia  puer 
condiscat,  et  Parthos  ferocis 
vexet  eques  metuendus 
hasta, 

vitamque  sub  divo  et  trepidis  agat 
in  rebus ; ilium  ex  moenibus  hosticis 
matrona  bellantis  tyranni 
prospiciens  et  adulta  virgo 

suspiret,  eheu,  ne  rudis  agminum 
sponsus  lacessat  regius  asperum 
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ODE  II 

HE  Roman  youth  should  learn 
to  gladly  bear 

The  toils  of  war,  sharp  penury, 
and  care, 

Should  on  his  gallant  steed  with 
mighty  spear 
Bear,  through  the  Parthian  ranks,  dismay  and 
fear ; 

That  when  from  her  high  tower  the  foeman’s 
queen 

Or  some  ripe  maiden  his  brave  deeds  has  seen, 
They  both  may  tremble  lest  their  love  should 
dare 

To  meet  the  lion-champion  riding  there, 
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tactu  leonem,  quem  cruenta 
per  medias  rapit  ira  caedes. 

Dulce  et  decorum  est  pro  patria  mori 
mors  et  fugacem  persequitur  virum 
nec  parcit  imbellis  iuventae 
poplitibus  timidoque  tergo. 

Virtus  repulsae  nescia  sordidae 
intaminatis  fulget  honoribus, 
nec  sumit  aut  ponit  securis 
arbitrio  popularis  aurae ; 

virtus  recludens  immeritis  mori 
caelum  negata  temptat  iter  via, 
coetusque  volgaris  et  udam 

spernit  humum  fugiente  penna. 

Est  et  fideli  tuta  silentio 
merces.  Vetabo  qui  Cereris  sacrum 
volgarit  arcanae  sub  isdem 

sit  trabibus  fragilemque  mecum 
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Who  makes,  mid  carnage  fell,  his  dreadful 
way 

Through  the  thick  masses  of  the  foes’  array. 

How  bless’d  is  he  who  for  his  country  dies, 

Since  death  pursues  the  coward  as  he  flies  ! 

The  youth  in  vain  would  fly  from  fate’s 
attack. 

With  trembling  knees,  and  terror  at  his 
back; 

Though  fear  should  lend  him  pinions  like  the 
wind, 

Yet  swifter  fate  will  seize  him  from  behind. 

Virtue  repulsed,  yet  knows  not  to  repine, 

But  shall  with  unattainted  honour  shine ; 

Nor  stoops  to  take  the  staff,  nor  lays  it 
down. 

Just  as  the  rabble  please  to  smile  or  frown. 

Virtue,  to  crown  her  favourites,  loves  to 
try 

Some  new,  unbeaten  passage  to  the  sky  ; 

Where  Jove  a seat  among  the  Gods  will 
give 

To  those  who  die  for  meriting  to  live. 

Next,  faithful  silence  hath  a sure  reward; 

Within  our  breast  be  every  secret  barr’d  ! 

He  who  betrays  his  friend  shall  never  be 

Under  one  roof,  or  in  one  ship,  with  me ; 
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solvat  phaselon  : saepe  Diespiter 
neglectus  incesto  addidit  integrum ; 
raro  antecedentem  scelestum 
deseruit  pede  Poena  claudo. 


For  who  with  traitors  would  his  safety  trust. 

Lest,  with  the  wicked,  Heaven  involve  the 
just  ? 

And  though  the  villain  ’scape  a while,  he 
feels 

Slow  vengeance,  like  a blood-hound,  at  his 
heels. 

Dean  Swift 


CARMEN  III 


VSTVM  et  tenacem  propositi 
virum 

| non  civium  ardor  prava  iuben- 
tium, 

non  voltus  instantis  tyranni 
mente  quatit  solida,  neque  Auster, 


dux  inquieti  turbidus  Hadriae, 
nec  fulminantis  magna  manus  Iovis : 
si  fractus  inlabatur  orbis, 
impavidum  ferient  ruinae. 


Hac  arte  Pollux  et  vagus  Hercules 
enisus  arcis  attigit  igneas, 

quos  inter  Augustus  recumbens 
purpureo  bibit  ore  nectar ; 
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ODE  III 


to  virtue  s pre- 


N honest  mind, 
cepts  true, 

U Contemns  the  fury  of  a lawless 
crew  : 

Firm  as  a rock  he  to  his  pur- 
pose stands. 

And  thinks  a tyrant's  frowns  as  weak  as  his 
commands. 

Him  loudest  storms  can't  from  his  centre  move, 
He  braves  the  almighty  thunder  e'en  of  Jove. 
If  all  the  heavenly  orbs,  confus’dly  hurl’d. 
Should  dash  in  pieces,  and  should  crush  the 
world. 

Undaunted  he  the  mighty  crash  would  hear, 
Nor  in  his  breast  admit  a thought  of  fear. 

Pollux,  and  wandering  Hercules  of  old, 
Were  by  such  acts  among  the  gods  enroll'd. 
Augustus  thus  the  shining  powers  possess'd. 

By  all  the  immortal  deities  caress'd  ; 

He  shares  with  them  in  their  ethereal  feasts, 
And  quaffs  bright  nectar  with  the  heavenly 
guests. 
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hac  te  merentem,  Bacche  pater,  tuae 
vexere  tigres  indocili  iugum 
collo  trahentes  ; hac  Quirinus 
Martis  equis  Acheronta  fugit, 

gratum  elocuta  consiliantibus 
lunone  divis  : ‘ Ilion,  Ilion 
fatalis  incestusque  iudex 
et  mulier  peregrina  vertit 

in  pulverem,  ex  quo  destituit  deos 
mercede  pacta  Laomedon  mihi 
castaeque  damnatum  Minervae 
cum  populo  et  duce  fraudulento. 

Iam  nec  Lacaenae  splendet  adulterae 
famosus  hospes  nec  Priami  domus 
periura  pugnacis  Achivos 
Hectoreis  opibus  refringit, 

nostrisque  ductum  seditionibus 
bellum  resedit : protinus  et  gravis 
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This  was  the  path  the  frisking  tigers  trod. 
Dragging  the  car  that  bore  their  jolly  god, 
Who  fix’d  in  heaven  his  crown  and  his  abode. 
Romulus  by  Mars  through  this  bless’d  path 
was  shown. 

And  ’scaped  the  woes  of  gloomy  Acheron. 

In  virtue’s  rugged  road  he  took  his  way, 

And  gain’d  the  mansions  of  eternal  day  ; 

For  him  e’en  Juno’s  self  pronounced  a word, 
Grateful  to  all  the  ethereal  council-board. 

“ Oh,  Ilion  ! Ilion  ! I with  transport  view 
The  fall  of  all  thy  wicked,  perjured  crew ; 
Pallas  and  I have  borne  the  rankling  grudge 
To  that  cursed  shepherd,  that  incestuous  judge  ; 
Nay,  e’en  Laomedon  his  gods  betray’d, 

And  basely  broke  the  solemn  oath  he  made. 
But  now  the  painted  strumpet  and  her  guest 
No  more  are  in  their  pomp  and  jewels  dress’d; 
No  more  is  Hector  licensed  to  destroy, 

To  slay  the  Greeks,  and  save  his  perjured 
Troy. 

Priam  is  now  become  an  empty  ghost, 
Doom’d  with  his  house  to  tread  the  burning 
coast. 

The  god  of  battle  now  has  ceased  to  roar, 

And  I,  the  queen  of  heaven,  pursue  my  hate 
no  more. 
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iras  et  invisum  nepotem, 

Troica  quem  peperit  sacerdos, 

Marti  redonabo  ; ilium  ego  lucidas 
inire  sedes,  discere  nectaris 
sucos  et  adscribi  quietis 
ordinibus  patiar  deorum. 

Dum  longus  inter  saeviat  Ilion 
Romamque  pontus,  qualibet  exsules 
in  parte  regnanto  beati ; 

dum  Priami  Paridisque  busto 

insultet  armentum  et  catulos  ferae 
celent  inultae,  stet  Capitolium 
fulgens  triumphatisque  possit 
Roma  ferox  dare  iura  Medis ; 

horrenda  late  nomen  in  ultimas 
extendat  oras,  qua  medius  liquor 
secernit  Europen  ab  Afro, 

qua  tumidus  rigat  arva  Nilus. 

Aurum  inrepertum  et  sic  melius  situm, 
cum  terra  celat,  spernere  fortior 
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I now  the  Trojan  priestess’  son  will  give 
Back  to  his  warlike  sire,  and  let  him  live 
In  lucid  bowers,  and  give  him  leave  to  use 
Ambrosia,  and  the  nectar’s  heavenly  juice ; 

To  be  enroll’d  in  these  serene  abodes. 

And  wear  the  easy  order  of  the  gods. 

In  this  bless’d  state  I grant  him  to  remain. 
While  Troy  from  Rome ’s  divided  by  the  main ; 
While  savage  beasts  insult  the  Trojan  tombs, 
And  in  their  caves  unlade  their  pregnant 
wombs, 

Let  the  exiled  Trojans  reign  in  every  land. 
And  let  the  Capitol  triumphant  stand. 

And  all  the  tributary  world  command. 

Let  awful  Rome,  with  seven  refulgent  heads, 
Still  keep  her  conquest  o’er  the  vanquished 
Medes. 

With  conquering  terror  let  her  arms  extend 
Her  mighty  name  to  shores  without  an  end ; 
Where  midland  seas  divide  the  fruitful  soil 
From  Europe  to  the  swelling  waves  of  Nile. 
Let  them  be  greater  by  despising  gold, 

Than  digging  it  from  forth  its  native  mould, 
To  be  the  wicked  instrument  of  ill. 

Let  sword  and  ruin  every  country  fill 
That  strives  to  stop  the  progress  of  her  arms. 
Not  only  those  that  sultry  Sirius  warms, 
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quam  cogere  humanos  in  usus 
omne  sacrum  rapiente  dextra ; 

quicumque  mundo  terminus  obstitit, 
hunc  tanget  armis,  visere  gestiens 
qua  parte  debacchentur  ignes, 
qua  nebulae  pluviique  rores. 

Sed  bellicosis  fata  Quiritibus 
hac  lege  dico,  ne  nimium  pii 
rebusque  fidentes  avitae 

tecta  velint  reparare  Troiae. 

Troiae  renascens  alite  lugubri 
fortuna  tristi  clade  iterabitur, 
ducente  victricis  catervas 
coniuge  me  Iovis  et  sorore. 

Ter  si  resurgat  murus  aeneus 
auctore  Phoebo,  ter  pereat  meis 
excisus  Argivis,  ter  uxor 

capta  virum  puerosque  ploret.’ 

Non  hoc  iocosae  conveniet  lyrae : 
quo,  Musa,  tendis  ? Desine  pervicax 
referre  sermones  deorum  et 
magna  modis  tenuare  parvis. 
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But  where  the  fields  in  endless  winter  lie 
Whose  frost  and  snows  the  sun’s  bright  rays 
defy. 

But  yet  on  this  condition  I decree 
The  warlike  Romans’  happy  destiny,  — 

That,  when  they  universal  rule  enjoy. 

They  not  presume  to  raise  their  ancient  Troy; 
For  then  all  ugly  omens  shall  return. 

And  Troy  be  built  but  once  again  to  burn ; 
E’en  I myself  a second  war  will  move. 

E’en  I,  the  sister  and  the  wife  of  Jove. 

If  Phoebus’  harp  should  thrice  erect  a wall, 
And  all  of  brass,  yet  thrice  the  work  shall 
fall. 

Sack’d  by  my  fav’rite  Greeks ; and  thrice 
again 

The  Trojan  wives  should  drag  a captive  chain. 
And  mourn  their  children  and  their  husbands 
slain.” 

But,  whither  wouldst  thou,  soaring  Muse,  as- 
pire. 

To  tell  the  councils  of  the  heavenly  choir  ? 
Alas ! thou  canst  not  strain  thy  weakly  strings, 
To  sing,  in  humble  notes,  such  mighty  things  : 
No  more  the  secrets  of  the  gods  relate. 

Thy  tongue ’s  too  feeble  for  a task  so  great. 

Elijah  Fenton 
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CARMEN  IV 


age 


CENDE  caelo  et  die 
tibia 

regina  longum  Calliope  melos, 
seu  voce  nunc  mavis  acuta, 
seu  fidibus  citharave  Phoebi 


Auditis,  an  me  ludit  amabilis 
insania  ? Audire  et  videor  pios 
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[OME  from  heaven, 
come  and  sing 
Some  many-linked 
melody ; 

If  the  glad  voice 
loud  and  clear, 
Or  the  wood-reed  please  thine  ear, 
Apollo’s  cittern  be  more  dear, 

O Queen  Calliope  ! 

Do  ye  hear,  oh,  can  it  be, 

A sweet  deceiving  ecstasy  ! 

I seem  to  hear,  I seem  to  roam 
Through  some  spirit-haunted  home, 
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errare  per  lucos,  amoenae 

quos  et  aquae  subeunt  et  aurae. 

Me  fabulosae  Volture  in  Apulo 
nutricis  extra  limen  Apuliae 
ludo  fatigatumque  somno 

fronde  nova  puerum  palumbes 

texere,  mirum  quod  foret  omnibus, 
quicumque  celsae  nidum  Acherontiae 
saltusque  Bantinos  et  arvum 
pingue  tenent  humilis  Forenti, 

ut  tuto  ab  atris  corpore  viperis 
dormirem  et  ursis,  ut  premerer  sacra 
lauroque  conlataque  myrto, 
non  sine  dis  animosus  infans. 

Vester,  Camenae,  vester  in  arduos 
tollor  Sabinos,  seu  mihi  frigidum 
Praeneste  seu  Tibur  supinum 
seu  liquidae  placuere  Baiae. 

Vestris  amicum  fontibus  et  choris 
non  me  Philippis  versa  acies  retro, 
devota  non  exstinxit  arbor, 
nec  Sicula  Palinurus  unda. 
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Where,  beneath  the  leaves*  dark  hushing. 
The  pleasant  winds  and  streams  are  gushing 
Alone  upon  the  Vultur-mount, 

From  fond  Apulia’s  threshold  straying, 
The  doves  the  dewy  foliage  wound 
The  weary  poet-child  around. 

Worn  out  with  sleep  and  playing. 

And  wonder  woke  in  every  breast. 

On  Acherontia’s  crowned  crest, 

And  through  the  Bantine  fields,  and  where 
Tarentum  looketh  green  and  fair,  — 

That  I,  untouched  by  prowling  bear, 

Or  viper  black,  should  sleep, 

A spirit-guarded,  gleeful  boy, 

Upon  that  sacred  myrtle  heap  ! 

Daughters  of  music  ! I am  borne 
Into  your  towering  Sabine  hills. 

Or  ’mid  Praeneste’s  cooling  leaves, 

Or  where  its  path  the  Tiber  weaves. 

Or  Baia’s  crystal  rills. 

A lover  of  your  brooks  and  birds. 

My  life  indeed  is  charmed ; 

When  back  the  beaten  legions  reeled 
Upon  Philippi’s  fatal  field, 

When  threatened  by  the  cursed  tree, 

When  wrecked  on  shores  of  Sicily, 

Still  I escaped  unharmed. 
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Vtcumque  mecum  vos  eritis,  libens 
insanientem  navita  Bosporum 
temptabo  et  urentis  harenas 
litoris  Assyrii  viator ; 

visam  Britannos  hospitibus  feros 
et  laetum  equino  sanguine  Concanum, 
visam  pharetratos  Gelonos 

et  Scythicum  inviolatus  amnem. 

Vos  Caesarem  altum,  militia  simul 
fessas  cohortis  abdidit  oppidis, 
finire  quaerentem  labores 
Pierio  recreatis  antro. 

Vos  lene  consilium  et  datis  et  dato 
gaudetis,  almae.  Scimus  ut  impios 
Titanas  immanemque  turbam 
fulmine  sustulerit  caduco 

qui  terram  inertem,  qui  mare  temperat 
ventosum  et  urbis  regnaque  tristia 
divosque  mortalisque  turmas 
imperio  regit  unus  aequo. 

Magnum  ilia  terrorem  intulerat  Iovi 
fidens  iuventus  horrida  bracchiis, 
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Dance  beside  me,  and  I go 
A sailor  on  the  stormy  sea. 

Or  over  Syria’s  burning  sands, 

A pilgrim  journeying  joyfully. 

I will  see  the  Briton’s  dwelling, 

The  Spaniard  banqueting  on  gore ; 

I will  behold  the  quivered  Scythian, 
Wandering  on  the  desert  shore. 

When  mighty  Caesar,  victory-crowned, 

A home  among  the  towns  hath  found 
For  his  legions  tired  with  fight, 

His  grief-forgetting  heart  your  songs 
In  the  Pierian  cave  delight. 

With  gentle  counsel,  singers  sweet, 
Rejoicing  in  your  gifts,  ye  greet. 

A tale  is  in  my  memory  : 

The  Titans  and  the  giant-band, 

Scattered  by  the  thunder-hand, 

Whose  sceptred  might  is  over  all  — 

The  earth,  its  towns,  the  wind-shook  sea, 
And  Hades  with  its  agony. 

Alike  that  fearful  hand  doth  fall 
On  man  and  immortality  ! 

A thought  the  rebel  brothers  woke 
Of  terror  in  the  monarch’s  breast. 
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fratresque  tendentes  opaco 
Pelion  imposuisse  Olympo. 

Sed  quid  Typhoeus  et  validus  Mimas, 
aut  quid  minaci  Porphyrion  statu, 
quid  Rhoetus  evolsisque  truncis 
Enceladus  iaculator  audax 

contra  sonantem  Palladis  aegida 
possent  ruentes  ? Hinc  avidus  stetit 
Volcanus,  hinc  matrona  Iuno  et 
numquam  umeris  positurus  arcum, 

qui  rore  puro  Castaliae  lavit 
crinis  solutos,  qui  Lyciae  tenet 
dumeta  natalemque  silvam, 

Delius  et  Patareus  Apollo. 

Vis  consili  expers  mole  ruit  sua : 
vim  temperatam  di  quoque  provehunt 
in  maius ; idem  odere  viris 
omne  nefas  animo  moventis. 

Testis  mearum  centimanus  Gyas 
sententiarum,  notus  et  integrae 
temptator  Orion  Dianae, 
virginea  domitus  sagitta. 
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As,  glorying  in  their  arms,  they  strove  to  fling 
Pelion  upon  Olympus’  forky  crest. 

Vain  boasters  ! — Typhon,  mighty  Mimas, 
Porphyrion  with  the  threatening  form. 

Or  Rhcetus,  or  the  demon  hurler 
Of  trees  uprooted,  like  a storm  ; 

Feebly  they  rushed,  untaught  to  yield. 

Against  Minerva’s  sounding  shield. 

Here  eager  Vulcan  stood,  and  there 
The  matron  Juno,  proudly  fair; 

And  he  whose  bow  is  ever  on  his  back ; 

Who  bathes  his  wild  locks  in  the  dew 
Of  Castaly,  and  roameth  through 
The  Lycian  plain,  his  native  glen  — 

Apollo,  the  many-named  of  men  ! 

Brute  strength,  if  wisdom  guide  it  not, 

By  its  own  weight  to  earth  is  pressed  ; 

But  thought-restrained,  the  gods  exalt 

Its  weakness  into  power : they  hate  the  breast 

Where  sin  abides,  a busy  guest. 

Bear  witness  to  my  story,  thou, 

Gyas  ! the  hundred-handed  king  ; 

And  thou,  whose  tongue,  unchilled  by  fear, 
Hath  whispered  love  in  Dian’s  ear, 

Within  thy  soul  the  virgin’s  dart  is  quivering  ! 
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Iniecta  monstris  Terra  dolet  suis, 
maeretque  partus  fulmine  luridum 
missos  ad  Orcum;  nec  peredit 
impositam  celer  ignis  Aetnen, 

incontinentis  nec  Tityi  iecur 
reliquit  ales,  nequitiae  additus 
custos ; amatorem  trecentae 
Pirithoum  cohibent  catenae. 
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Earth,  upon  the  monsters  thrown. 

Sadly  weepeth  for  her  own, 

Mourning  for  her  children  sent 
Unto  hell’s  lurid  element ; 

Not  yet  the  rapid  flame  doth  leap 
Through  Etna’s  fast  upgathered  heap. 

By  Tityus’  heart  the  vulture  sitteth, 

A watcher  sleeping  never ; 

And  hell  about  the  cloud-born  lover 
Hath  bound  its  manacles  forever. 

Robert  A.  Wilmot 
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CARMEN  V 


AELO  tonantem  credidimus  Io- 
vem 

regnare : praesens  divus  habe- 
bitur 

Augustus  adiectis  Britannis 
imperio  gravibusque  Persis. 


Milesne  Crassi  coniuge  barbara 
turpis  maritus  vixit  et  hostium 
(pro  curia  inversique  mores !) 
consenuit  socerorum  in  armis, 
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ODE  V 

OVE’S  power  the  thunder-peal 
proclaims : 

Britain’s  and  Parthia’s  hated 
names. 

Inscribed  mid  Caesar’s  victo- 
ries. 

Exalt  the  hero  to  the  skies. 

And  has  thy  soldier,  Crassus,  wived 
With  a barbarian,  meanly  lived  ? 

Beneath  a Median  standard  ranged, 

(O  Senate  shamed  ! O manners  changed  !) 
Mailed  in  a foreign  sire’s  array. 

Has  the  stern  Marsian’s  brow  grown  grey  — 
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sub  rege  Medo  Marsus  et  Apulus, 
anciliorum  et  nominis  et  togae 
oblitus  aeternaeque  Vestae, 

incolumi  love  et  urbe  Roma  ? 

Hoc  caverat  mens  provida  Reguli 
dissentientis  condicionibus 
foedis  et  exemplo  trahentis 
perniciem  veniens  in  aevum, 

si  non  periret  immiserabilis 
captiva  pubes.  4 Signa  ego  Punicis 
adfixa  delubris  et  arma 

militibus  sine  caede  ’ dixit 

4 derepta  vidi ; vidi  ego  civium 
retorta  tergo  bracchia  libero 
portasque  non  clausas  et  arva 
Marte  coli  populata  nostro. 

Auro  repensus  scilicet  acrior 
miles  redibit.  Flagitio  additis 

damnum.  Neque  amissos  colores 
lana  refert  medicata  fuco, 

nec  vera  virtus,  cum  semel  excidit, 
curat  reponi  deterioribus. 

Si  pugnat  extricata  densis 
cerva  plagis,  erit  ille  fortis 

36 


Vesta,  race,  robe,  and  rites  forgot. 

As  if  great  Rome  — Rome’s  Jove  were 
not  ? 

This,  patriot  Regulus  foreknew  ; 

And  spurned  (to  home  and  honour  true) 
The  terms  whose  chronicled  disgrace 
Would  paralyse  each  rising  race, 

If  they,  who  bore  to  live  in  chains, 

Pined  not  unwept.  “ In  Punic  fanes 
Rome’s  captive  banner  hung,”  he  cried, 

“ These  eyes  have  witnessed  ; from  a side 
Gashed  by  no  wound  the  sword  resigned, 
And  cords  round  Roman  arms  entwined ; 
Carthage  flung  open,  and  her  field 
(Erst  our  rich  spoil)  securely  tilled ! 

Hope  ye  more  brave  a ransomed  race  ? 

Ye  couple  damage  with  disgrace. 

Alas ! once  tinctured  for  the  loom, 

Ne’er  will  the  fleece  its  snow  resume  ; 

Nor  valour  sullied  by  a stain 
Renew  its  fire,  and  glow  again. 

If  stag  released  will  brave  the  fight, 

Then  count  upon  that  soldier’s  might. 
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qui  perfidis  se  credidit  hostibus, 
et  Marte  Poenos  proteret  altero 
qui  lora  restrictis  lacertis 

sensit  iners  timuitque  mortem. 

Hie,  unde  vitam  sumeret  inscius, 
pacem  duello  miscuit.  O pudor  ! 

O magna  Carthago,  probrosis 
altior  Italiae  ruinis  ! * 

Fertur  pudicae  coniugis  osculum 
parvosque  natos  ut  capitis  minor 
ab  se  removisse  et  virilem 

torvus  humi  posuisse  voltum, 

donee  labantis  consilio  patres 
firmaret  auctor  numquam  alias  dato, 
interque  maerentis  amicos 
egregius  properaret  exsul. 

Atqui  sciebat  quae  sibi  barbarus 
tortor  pararet : non  aliter  tamen 
dimovit  obstantis  propinquos 
et  populum  reditus  morantem 

quam  si  clientum  longa  negotia 
diiudicata  lite  relinqueret, 
tendens  Venafranos  in  agros 

aut  Lacedaemonium  Tarentum. 


Who  once  has  trusted  treacherous  foe  : 

Then  deem  he  ’ll  strike  heroic  blow, 

Who  once  has  felt  the  hostile  cord. 

And  quivered  at  a Punic  sword. 

’T  was  his,  in  wild  despair  of  life, 

To  crouch  for  peace  mid  battle’s  strife. 

O mighty  Carthage,  reared  to  fame. 

On  ruin  of  the  Roman  name  ! ” 

And  thus,  his  wife’s  chaste  kiss  declined, 

His  infants’  clinging  arms  untwined. 

With  eyes  cast  down,  in  sternest  mood, 

The  self-attainted  warrior  stood  : 

Till  he  the  wavering  Senate  bent 
With  counsel  beyond  precedent. 

And  mid  his  weeping  friends’  dismay. 
Illustrious  exile  ! hied  away. 

Though  well,  alas ! he  knew  what  woes 
Were  meant  him  by  his  savage  foes; 

Through  kin,  through  crowds  before  him  cast. 

With  foot  as  firm  the  hero  past 

As  if  each  client’s  petty  broil 

Duly  composed,  from  civil  toil 

He  turned  to  some  Venafrian  dome 

Or  for  Tarentum’s  quiet  home. 

Francis  Wrangham 
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CARMEN  VI 

ELICTA  maiorum  immeritus 
lues, 

Romane,  donee  templa  refe- 
ceris 

aedisque  labentis  deorum  et 
foeda  nigro  simulacra  fumo. 

Dis  te  minorem  quod  geris,  imperas  : 
hinc  omne  principium,  hue  refer  exitum. 

Di  multa  neglecti  dederunt 
Hesperiae  mala  luctuosae. 
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ODE  VI 

HQSE  ills  your  ancestors  have 
done, 

Romans ! are  now  become  your 
own  : 

And  they  will  cost  you  dear, 
Unless  you  soon  repair 

The  falling  temples,  which  the  gods  pro- 
voke. 

And  statues,  sullied  yet  with  sacrilegious  smoke. 
Propitious  Heaven,  that  raised  your  fathers 
high 

For  humble,  grateful  piety, 

41 


Iam  bis  Monaeses  et  Pacori  manus 
non  auspicatos  contudit  impetus 
nostros  et  adiecisse  praedam 
torquibus  exiguis  renidet. 

Paene  occupatam  seditionibus 
delevit  urbem  Dacus  et  Aethiops, 
hie  classe  formidatus,  ille 
missilibus  melior  sagittis. 

Fecunda  culpae  saecula  nuptias 
primum  inquinavere  et  genus  et  domos; 
hoc  fonte  derivata  clades 

in  patriam  populumque  fluxit. 

Motus  doceri  gaudet  Ionicos 
matura  virgo  et  fingitur  artibus, 
iam  nunc  et  incestos  amores 
de  tenero  meditatur  ungui ; 

mox  iuniores  quaerit  adulteros 
inter  mariti  vina,  neque  eligit 
cui  donet  impermissa  raptim 
gaudia  luminibus  remotis. 
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(As  it  rewarded  their  respect) 

Hath  sharply  punished  your  neglect. 

All  empires  on  the  gods  depend, 

Begun  by  their  command,  at  their  command 
they  end. 

Let  Crassus’  ghost  and  Labienus  tell 
How  twice,  by  Jove’s  revenge,  our  legions 
fell. 

And  with  insulting  pride, 

Shining  in  Roman  spoils,  the  Parthian  victors 
ride. 

The  Scythian  and  Egyptian  scum 
Had  almost  ruined  Rome, 

While  our  seditions  took  their  part. 

Filled  each  Egyptian  sail,  and  winged  each 
Scythian  dart. 

First  these  flagitious  times 
(Pregnant  with  unknown  crimes) 
Conspire  to  violate  the  nuptial  bed, 

From  which  polluted  head 
Infectious  streams  of  crowding  sins  began, 
And  through  the  spurious  breed  and  guilty 
nation  ran. 

Behold  a fair  and  melting  maid 
Bound  ’prentice  to  a common  trade : 

Ionian  artists,  at  a mighty  price. 

Instruct  her  in  the  mysteries  of  vice, 
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sed  iussa  coram  non  sine  conscio 
surgit  marito,  seu  vocat  institor 
seu  navis  Hispanae  magister, 
dedecorum  pretiosus  emptor. 

Non  his  iuventus  orta  parentibus 
infecit  aequor  sanguine  Punico, 
Pyrrhumque  et  ingentem  cecidit 
Antiochum  Hannibalemque  dirum, 

sed  rusticorum  mascula  militum 
proles,  Sabellis  docta  ligonibus 
versare  glaebas  et  severae 
matris  ad  arbitrium  recisos 

portare  fustis,  sol  ubi  montium 
mutaret  umbras  et  iuga  demeret 
bobus  fatigatis,  amicum 

tempus  agens  abeunte  curru. 
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What  nets  to  spread,  where  subtle  baits  to 
lay. 

And,  with  an  early  hand,  they  form  the  tem- 
clay. 

’T  is  not  the  spawn  of  such  as  these. 

That  dyed  with  Punic  blood  the  conquered 
seas, 

And  quashed  the  stern  iEacides ; 

Made  the  proud  Asian  monarch  feel 

How  weak  his  gold  was  against  Europe’s  steel ; 

Forced  e’en  dire  Hannibal  to  yield, 

And  won  the  long-disputed  world,  at  Zama’s 
fatal  field : 

But  soldiers  of  a rustic  mould, 

Rough,  ready,  seasoned,  manly,  bold ; 

Either  they  dug  the  stubborn  ground, 

Or,  through  hewn  woods,  their  weighty  strokes 
did  sound  ; 

And  after  the  declining  sun 
Had  changed  the  shadows,  and  their  task  was 
done. 

Home  with  their  weary  team  they  took  their 
way. 

And  drowned  in  friendly  bowls  the  labour  of 
the  day. 

Time  sensibly  all  things  impairs  : 

Our  fathers  have  been  worse  than  theirs ; 
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Damnosa  quid  non  imminuit  dies  ? 
Aetas  parentum,  peior  avis,  tulit 
nos  nequiores,  mox  daturos 
progeniem  vitiosiorem. 
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And  we  than  ours ; next  age  will  see 
A race  more  profligate  than  we. 

With  all  the  pains  we  take,  have  skill  enough 
to  be. 

The  Earl  of  Roscommon 
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CARMEN  VII 


VID  fles,  Asterie,  quern  tibi 
candidi 

primo  restituent  vere  Favonii 
Thyna  merce  beatum, 
constantis  iuvenem  fide. 


Gygen  ? Ille  Notis  actus  ad  Oricum 
post  insana  Caprae  sidera  frigidas 
noctis  non  sine  multis 
insomnis  lacrimis  agit. 

Atqui  sollicitae  nuntius  hospitae, 
suspirare  Chloen  et  miseram  tuis 
dicens  ignibus  uri, 

temptat  mille  vafer  modis. 
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ODE  VII 

LY,  Asteria,  why  weep’st  thou 
for  Gyges, 

Whom,  enriched  with  Bithy- 
nia’s  rich  cargoes, 

The  first  sparkling  zephyrs 
of  spring 

Shall  waft  back  to  thee,  constant  as  ever  ? 

By  the  south  wind  on  Oricus  driven, 

At  the  rise  of  the  turbulent  goat-star, 

Unsleeping,  he  weeps,  through  the  night. 
The  dull  chill  of  his  partnerless  pillow. 

But  the  agent  of  Chloe,  his  hostess. 

Tells  the  youth  that  in  her  he  has  kindled 
A flame  no  less  ardent  than  thine, 

In  a thousand  ways  craftily  tempting  : 
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Vt  Proetum  mulier  perfida  credulum 
falsis  impulerit  criminibus  nimis 
casto  Bellerophontae 
maturare  necem  refert ; 

narrat  paene  datum  Pelea  Tartaro, 
Magnessam  Hippolyten  dum  fugit  abstinens, 
et  peccare  docentis 
fallax  historias  movet. 

Frustra  : nam  scopulis  surdior  Icari 
voces  audit  adhuc  integer.  At  tibi 
ne  vicinus  Enipeus 

plus  iusto  placeat  cave, 

quamvis  non  alius  flectere  equum  sciens 
aeque  conspicitur  gramine  Martio, 
nec  quisquam  citus  aeque 
Tusco  denatat  alveo. 

Prima  nocte  domum  claude,  neque  in  vias 
sub  cantu  querulae  despice  tibiae, 
et  te  saepe  vocanti 

duram  difficilis  mane. 
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Warns  him  how  the  false  consort  of  Proetus 
Duped  her  credulous  lord,  by  feigned  charges. 
Into  plotting  Bellerophon’s  death. 

For  too  chastely  regarding  his  hostess. 

Tells  how  Peleus  Hippolyte  slighted. 

And  was  all  but  consigned  to  dark  Hades ; 
Then  seeks  to  allure  him  by  tales 

Teaching  lessons  for  sinning  in  safety: 

All  in  vain  ! To  her  words  is  thy  true-love 
Deaf  as  rocks  to  the  breakers  Icarian  ; 

But  keep  sharp  look-out  on  thyself. 

Lest  too  charmed  with  thy  neighbor 
Enipeus ; 

Though  no  rider  so  skilled  and  so  noticed 
Wheels  a steed  on  the  turf  of  the  Campus ; 

No  swimmer  so  lustily  cleaves 

Rapid  way  down  the  stream  of  the  Tus- 
can. 

Make  thy  door  fast  at  eve,  never  looking 
Down  the  street  if  shrill  fifes  serenade  thee ; 
And  be  but  more  rigidly  cold 

Whensoe’er  he  complains  of  thy  cold- 
ness. Lord  Lytton 
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CARMEN  VIII 

ARTIIS  caelebs  quid  agam  Ka- 
lendis, 

quid  velint  flores  et  acerra  turis 
plena  miraris,  positusque  carbo 
in 

caespite  vivo, 

docte  sermones  utriusque  linguae  ? 

Voveram  dulcis  epulas  et  album 
Libero  caprum  prope  funeratus 
arboris  ictu. 

Hie  dies,  anno  redeunte  festus, 
corticem  adstrictum  pice  demovebit 
amphorae  fumum  bibere  institutae 
consule  Tullo. 

Sume,  Maecenas,  cyathos  amici 
sospitis  centum,  et  vigiles  lucernas 
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ODE  VIII 


HE  Greek  and  Roman  languages 
are  thine. 

Their  hallowed  customs,  and 
their  rites  divine, 

And  well  you  might  the  flow- 
ery wreath  admire. 

The  fragrant  incense,  and  the  sacred  fire, 
Raised  on  the  living  turf  to  hail  the  day 
To  which  the  married  world  their  homage  pay. 

When  on  my  head  a tree  devoted  fell. 

And  almost  crushed  me  to  the  shades  of  hell. 
Grateful  I vowed  to  him  who  rules  the  vine 
A joyous  banquet,  while  beneath  his  shrine 
A snow-white  goat  should  bleed,  and  when 
the  year 

Revolving  bids  this  festal  morn  appear. 

We  ’ll  pierce  a cask  with  mellow  juice  replete, 
Mellowed  with  smoke,  since  Tullus  ruled  the 
state. 
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perfer  in  lucem  ; procul  omnis  esto 
clamor  et  ira. 


Mitte  civilis  super  urbe  curas  : 
occidit  Daci  Cotisonis  agmen, 
Medus  infestus  sibi  luctuosis 
dissidet  armis. 


servit  Hispanae  vetus  hostis  orae 
Cantaber  sera  domitus  catena, 
iam  Scythae  laxo  meditantur  arcu 
cedere  campis. 


Neglegens  ne  qua  populus  laboret, 
parce  privatus  nimium  cavere  et 
dona  praesentis  cape  laetus  horae ; 
linque  severa. 
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Come  then,  Maecenas,  and  for  friendship’s 
sake, 

A friend  preserved,  a hundred  bumpers  take. 
Come  drink  the  watchful  tapers  up  to  day, 
While  noise  and  quarrels  shall  be  far  away. 

No  more  let  Rome  your  anxious  thoughts  en- 
gage : 

The  Dacian  falls  beneath  the  victor’s  rage  ; 
The  Medes  in  civil  wars  their  arms  employ, 
Inglorious  wars  ! each  other  to  destroy ; 

Our  ancient  foes,  the  haughty  sons  of  Spain, 
At  length,  indignant,  feel  the  Roman  chain  ; 
With  bows  unbent  the  hardy  Scythians  yield, 
Resolved  to  quit  the  long-disputed  field. 

No  more  the  public  claims  thy  pious  fears, 

Be  not  too  anxious  then  with  private  cares. 
But  seize  the  gifts  the  present  moment  brings, 
Those  fleeting  gifts,  and  leave  severer  things. 

Philip  Francis 
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CARMEN  IX 


ONEC  gratus  eram  tibi 

nec  quisquam  potior  brac- 
chia  candidae 
cervici  iuvenis  dabat, 

Persarum  vigui  rege  bea- 
tior. 

Donee  non  alia  magis 

arsisti  neque  erat  Lydia  post  Chloen, 
multi  Lydia  nominis, 

Romana  vigui  clarior  Ilia. 
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die ; 

No  God  but  wish’d  that  he  were  I. 

She  : While  you  ador’d  no  Charms  but  mine, 
And  vow’d  that  they  did  all  out- 
shine ; 

More  celebrated  was  my  Name 

Than  that  of  the  bright  Grecian  Dame. 
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Me  nunc  Thressa  Chloe  regit, 

dulcis  docta  modos  et  citharae  sciens, 
pro  qua  non  metuam  mori, 

si  parcent  animae  fata  superstiti. 

Me  torret  face  mutua 

Thurini  Calais  filius  Ornyti, 
pro  quo  bis  patiar  mori, 

si  parcent  puero  fata  superstiti. 

Quid  si  prisca  redit  Venus, 
diductosque  iugo  cogit  aeneo, 
si  flava  excutitur  Chloe, 

reiectaeque  patet  ianua  Lydiae  ? 
Quamquam  sidere  pulchrior 

ille  est,  tu  levior  cortice  et  improbo 
iracundior  Hadria, 

tecum  vivere  amem,  tecum  obeam  libens. 
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He  : Chloe ’s  the  Saint  that  I implore, 

Chloe *s  the  Goddess  I adore. 

For  whom  to  dye  the  Gods  I pray’d, 

If  Fates  would  spare  the  charming 
Maid. 

She  : Amyntas  is  my  Lover’s  Name, 

For  whom  I burn  with  mutual  Flame  ; 
For  whom  I twice  would  die  with  Joy, 
If  Fates  would  spare  the  charming  Boy. 

He  : If  I once  more  should  wear  your  Chain, 
And  take  my  Lydia  back  again  ; 

If  banish  Chloe  from  my  Breast, 

That  you  might  there  for  ever  rest — 

She  : Tho’  he  is  charming  as  a god. 

Serene  and  gay,  divinely  Good, 

You  rough  as  Billows  raging  high. 

With  you  I ’d  chuse  to  live  and  die. 

Lord  Ratcliffe 
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CARMEN  X 

XTREMVM  Tanain  si  biberes, 
Lyce, 

saevo  nupta  viro,  me  tamen 
asperas 

porrectum  ante  foris  obicere 
incolis 

plorares  Aquilonibus. 

Audis  quo  strepitu  ianua,  quo  nemus 
inter  pulchra  satum  tecta  remugiat 
ventis,  et  positas  ut  glaciet  nivis 
puro  numine  Iuppiter  ? 

Ingratam  Veneri  pone  superbiam, 
ne  currente  retro  funis  eat  rota  : 
non  te  Penelopen  difficilem  procis 
Tyrrhenus  genuit  parens. 
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ODE  X 


EFORE  thy  doors  too  long  of 
late, 

Oh  Lyce,  I bewail  my  fate  ; 
Not  Don’s  barbarian  maids,  I 
trow. 

Would  treat  their  luckless  lovers  so  ; 

Thou,  — thou  alone  art  obstinate. 

Hast  thou  nor  ears  nor  eyes,  Ingrate ! 

Hark  ! how  the  North  Wind  shakes  thy  gate  ; 
Look  ! how  the  laurels  bend  with  snow. 
Before  thy  doors ! 

Lay  by  thy  pride,  nor  hesitate 
Lest  Love  and  I grow  desperate ; 
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O quamvis  neque  te  munera  nec  preces 
nec  tinctus  viola  pallor  amantium 
nec  vir  Pieria  paelice  saucius 
curvat,  supplicibus  tuis 

parcas,  nec  rigida  mollior  aesculo 
nec  Mauris  animum  mitior  anguibus : 
non  hoc  semper  erit  liminis  aut  aquae 
caelestis  patiens  latus. 
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If  prayers,  if  gifts  for  naught  must  go, 

If  naught  my  frozen  pallor  show, 

Beware ! — I shall  not  always  wait 
Before  thy  doors ! 

Austin  Dobson 
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CARMEN  XI 

ERCVRI,  nam  te  docilis  ma- 
gistro 

movit  Amphion  lapides  ca- 
nendo, 

tuque  testudo,  resonare  sep- 
tem 

callida  nervis, 

nec  loquax  olim  neque  grata,  nunc  et 
divitum  mensis  et  arnica  templis, 
die  modos  Lyde  quibus  obstinatas 
adplicet  auris, 

quae  velut  latis  equa  trima  campis 
ludit  exsultim  metuitque  tangi, 
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ODE  XI 

HOU  teacher  of  Amphion’s 
song, 

That  drew  the  very  stones 
along, 

Come,  Mercury ; and,  cittern, 
come. 

Once  spurned  and  dumb ; 

But  now  with  sevenfold  chord  elate. 

And  dear  to  fanes,  and  halls  of  state, 

Teach  me  some  strain  I may  endear 
To  Lyde’s  ear. 

Like  three-year  fillies  pasturing  wide, 

She  skips  and  plays,  all  touch  denied, 
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nuptiarum  expers  et  adhuc  protervo 
cruda  marito. 

Tu  potes  tigris  comitesque  silvas 
ducere  et  rivos  celeris  morari ; 
cessit  immanis  tibi  blandienti 
ianitor  aulae 

Cerberus,  quamvis  furiale  centum 
muniant  angues  caput  eius  atque 
spiritus  taeter  saniesque  manet 
ore  trilingui ; 

quin  et  Ixion  Tityosque  voltu 
risit  invito  ; stetit  urna  paulum 
sicca,  dum  grato  Danai  puellas 
carmine  mulces. 

Audiat  Lyde  scelus  atque  notas 
virginum  poenas  et  inane  lymphae 
dolium  fundo  pereuntis  imo, 
seraque  fata 

quae  manent  culpas  etiam  sub  Oreo. 
Impiae  (nam  quid  potuere  maius  ?), 
impiae  sponsos  potuere  duro 
perdere  ferro. 
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A maid  whose  age  not  yet  allows 
The  exacting  spouse. 

Thee  tigers  and  thee  woods  obeyed 

And  followed,  and  swift  streams  were  stayed ; 

Gate-keeper  Cerberus,  huge  to  see. 

Was  coaxed  by  thee. 

Whose  Fury-head  doth  bear  a wreath 
Of  hundred  snakes,  and  noisome  breath 
From  out  the  three-tongued  mouth  doth  pour 
And  filthy  gore. 

Then  Tityus  and  Ixion  smiled. 

Ungainly ; and  by  thee  beguiled, 

The  Danaids  with  the  empty  cask 
Forgot  their  task. 

The  crime,  the  doom  let  Lyde  learn 
Of  guilty  damsels  ; how  the  urn 
Ran  void  of  water,  and  the  late 
But  certain  fate 

Which  follows  guilt,  aye,  down  in  hell. 

Those  godless  — who  of  worse  could  tell  ? — 
They  dared  to  murder  each  her  lord 
With  stroke  of  sword. 
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Vna  de  multis  face  nuptiali 
digna  periurum  fuit  in  parentem 
splendide  mendax  et  in  omne  virgo 
nobilis  aevum  ; 

€ Surge  ’ quae  dixit  iuveni  marito, 

* surge,  ne  longus  tibi  somnus,  unde 
non  times,  detur  ; socerum  et  scelestas 
falle  sorores, 

quae,  velut  nanctae  vitulos  leaenae, 
singulos  eheu  lacerant.  Ego  illis 
mollior  nec  te  feriam  neque  intra 
claustra  tenebo: 

me  pater  saevis  oneret  catenis, 
quod  viro  clemens  misero  peperci ; 
me  vel  extremos  Numidarum  in  agros 
classe  releget. 

I,  pedes  quo  te  rapiunt  et  aurae, 
dum  favet  nox  et  Venus,  i secundo 
omine  et  nostri  memorem  sepulcro 
scalpe  querellam.’ 
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One,  worthy  of  the  nuptial  flame, 

One  put  her  perjured  sire  to  shame. 

But  one  alone : consign  her  name 
To  deathless  fame  ! 

Her  youthful  lord  she  warns,  “ Arise, 

Lest  sleep  eternal  seal  thine  eyes. 

Sent  where  thou  know’st  not : foil  my  sire, 
And  sisters  dire. 

Each,  as  a lioness  that  preys 
On  calves,  her  doom-struck  husband  slays ; 
But  I nor  strike  thee,  nor  detain 
In  captive's  chain. 

Let  cruel  fetters  be  my  fate 
For  mercy  to  my  helpless  mate; 

Let  far  Numidian  home  be  mine 
Beyond  the  brine. 

While  night  and  Venus  aid,  and  wind, 

O speed  thee  ! be  the  omens  kind  ; 

And  on  my  tomb  a pitying  word 
Of  love  record." 

William  Ewart  Gladstone 
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CARMEN  XII 

ISERARVM  est  neque  amori 
dare  ludum  neque  dulci 
mala  vino  lavere,  aut  exani- 
mari  metuentis 
patruae  verbera  linguae. 

Tibi  qualum  Cythereae  puer  ales,  tibi  telas 
operosaeque  Minervae  studium  aufert,  Neo- 
bule, 

Liparaei  nitor  Hebri, 

simul  unctos  Tiberinis  umeros  lavit  in  undis, 
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ODE  XII 

H ! weeping  maids  should  ne’er 
bestow 

The  lover’s  kiss ; their  sor- 
rows drown 

In  ruby  wine ; despondent 
grow. 

Or  dread  a chiding  uncle’s  frown. 

Yet  Cupid,  thief  with  golden  wings, 

O Neobule,  stole  thy  weft. 

The  spindle’s  hum  no  comfort  brings 
To  heal  the  wound  his  arrow  left  ! 

The  prince  of  Hebrus  won  thy  heart. 

His  shoulders  bathed  in  Tiber’s  tide. 
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eques  ipso  melior  Bellerophonte,  neque 
pugno 

neque  segni  pede  victus  ; 
catus  idem  per  apertum  fugientis  agitato 

grege  cervos  iaculari  et  celer  arto  latitantem 
fruticeto  excipere  aprum. 
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Thy  finger  spurns  Minerva’s  art 
When  Lipara’s  joy  is  by  thy  side. 

A horseman  bold  he  mocks  the  wind ; 

Outruns  the  fabled  steed  with  wings ; 

And  leaves  each  racing  foot  behind, 

With  crushing  weight  his  gauntlet  swings. 

The  frightened  stag  that  scours  the  plain 
He  smites  afar  with  javelin  keen. 

To  rouse  the  boar  that  hides  in  vain 
Thy  lover  owns  no  peer,  I ween. 

Henry  Hubbard  Pierce 
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CARMEN  XIII 


FONS  Bandusiae,  splendidior 
vitro, 

dulci  digne  mero  non  sine  flo- 
ribus, 

eras  donaberis  haedo, 

cui  frons  turgida  cornibus 


primis  et  venerem  et  proelia  destinat ; 
frustra : nam  gelidos  inficiet  tibi 
rubro  sanguine  rivos, 
lascivi  suboles  gregis. 
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ODE  XIII 

OUNTAIN,  whose  pellucid 
stream 

Emulates  the  crystal’s  beam, 
Thee  we  grace  with  wreaths, 
and  pour 

Rich  libations  on  thy  shore. 

When  to-morrow’s  sun  shall  rise 
Thou  shalt  have,  in  sacrifice. 

Yonder  kid,  with  budding  horn. 

Foot  of  speed  and  eye  of  scorn. 

Vainly  plans  he  love’s  delight. 

Gambol  wild  or  jealous  fight : — 

Wanton  of  the  flock  ! — his  blood 
Soon  shall  tinge  thy  gelid  flood. 
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Te  flagrantis  atrox  hora  Caniculae 
nescit  tangere,  tu  frigus  amabile 
fessis  vomere  tauris 

praebes  et  pecori  vago. 

Fies  nobilium  tu  quoque  fontium, 
me  dicente  cavis  impositam  ilicem 
saxis  unde  loquaces 

lymphae  desiliunt  tuae. 
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This  thy  meed : that  Sirius*  glow 
Spares  thee,  daughter  of  the  snow  ; 

Tho*  he  pour  his  fervid  rays 
Thou  art  cool  beneath  their  blaze. 

Near  thee  stray  the  flocks,  for  still 
Thro*  the  summer  thou  art  chill  : 

From  his  furrow  comes  the  steer 
Panting  to  thy  streamlet  clear. 

Deathless  fame  I give  thy  spring, 

As  the  ilex,  too,  I sing, 

Whilst  above  the  rock  it  waves 
Whence  thy  babbling  current  raves. 

R.  W.  K. 
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CARMEN  XIV 

ERCVLIS  ritu  modo  dictus,  o 
plebs, 

morte  venalem  petiisse  laurum 
Caesar  Hispana  repetit  penatis 
victor  ab  ora. 

Vnico  gaudens  mulier  marito 
prodeat,  iustis  operata  sacris, 
et  soror  clari  ducis  et  decorae 
supplice  vitta 
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ODE  XIV 

Caesar  went  from  Rome,  with 
life 

o win  like  Hercules  his  bays, 
te  brings  from  Spain  an  ended 
strife, 

A victor’s  praise. 

Thou  wife,  who  lov’st  no  lord  but  one 
(Due  rites  performed),  in  suppliant  wreath. 

Ye  matrons,  grateful  for  a son 
Just  snatched  from  death, 
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virginum  matres  luvenumque  nuper 
sospitum ; vos,  o pueri  et  puellae 
iam  virum  expertae,  male  ominatis 
parcite  verbis. 

Hie  dies  vere  mihi  festus  atras 
eximet  curas : ego  nec  tumultum 
nec  mori  per  vim  metuam  tenente 
Caesare  terras. 

I,  pete  unguentum,  puer,  et  coronas 
et  cadum  Marsi  memorem  duelli, 
Spartacum  si  qua  potuit  vagantem 
fallere  testa. 

Die  et  argutae  properet  Neaerae 
murreum  nodo  cohibere  crinem ; 
si  per  invisum  mora  ianitorem 
fiet,  abito. 

Lenit  albescens  animos  capillus 
litium  et  rixae  cupidos  protervae  ; 
non  ego  hoc  ferrem  calidus  iuventa 
consule  Planco. 
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With  Caesar’s  sister  all  come  forth ; 

And  you,  each  youth,  each  youthful  bride. 
Refrain  from  words  of  little  worth 
That  woe  betide. 

Nor  care  nor  mourning  shall  beset 
This  happy  day  : no  tumult  I, 

While  Caesar  rules,  can  dread,  nor  yet 
By  force  to  die. 

Boy,  carry  nard  and  garlands  round. 

And  wine  that  knew  the  Marsian  war. 

That  Spartacus  had  never  found. 

Though  roving  far. 

Let  musical  Neasra’s  hair 
Be  gathered  in  myrrh-breathing  knot : 

If  keepers  stop  thy  way,  forbear 
And  quit  the  spot. 

My  taste  for  frays  provoked  amiss 
Grey  hairs  have  purged  : my  youth’s  hot  morn, 
With  Plancus  Consul,  wrongs  like  this 
Would  not  have  borne. 

William  E.  Gladstone 
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CARMEN  XV 


XOR  pauperis  Ibyci, 

tandem  nequitiae  fige  mo- 
dum  tuae 

famosisque  laboribus ; 

maturo  propior  desine  funeri 
inter  ludere  virgines 

et  stellis  nebulam  spargere  candidis. 

Non,  si  quid  Pholoen  satis, 

et  te,  Chlori,  decet : filia  rectius 
expugnat  iuvenum  domos, 

pulso  Thyias  uti  concita  tympano. 

Ulam  cogit  amor  Nothi 

lascivae  similem  ludere  capreae : 
te  lanae  prope  nobilem 

tonsae  Luceriam,  non  citharae  decent 
nec  flos  purpureus  rosae 

nec  poti  vetulam  faece  tenus  cadi. 


ODE  XV 

THOU  pernicious  dame 
Of  penniless  Ibycus,  ’t  is  time 
to  cease 

Thy  toilsome  life  of  shame. 
And  make  thee  ready  to  depart 
in  peace. 

Shake  not  thy  palsied  foot 
Amongst  the  girls  ; nor  sully  with  thy  cloud 
Their  bright  stars.  What  may  suit 
Pholoe  becomes  not  Chloris.  To  knock  loud 
At  youthful  nobles’  door. 

Like  Thyiad  maddened  by  the  tambour’s 
sound, 

Beseems  thy  daughter  more, 

Who  like  a roe  for  Nothus’  love  doth  bound. 

The  silky  wool  that  grows 
Near  rich  Luceria,  not  the  cittern’s  strain. 

Is  thine  : the  damask  rose 
Give  up,  nor  strive  the  cask’s  last  dregs  to  drain. 

Thomas  Charles  Baring 
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CARMEN  XVI 


NCLVSAM  Danaen  turris  aenea 
robustaeque  fores  et  vigilum  ca- 
num 

tristes  excubiae  munierant  satis 
nocturnis  ab  adulteris, 


si  non  Acrisium,  virginis  abditae 
custodem  pavidum,  Iuppiter  et  Venus 
risissent : fore  enim  tutum  iter  et  patens 
converso  in  pretium  deo. 
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ODE  XVI 

HE  lone  grey  tower  on  Argos’ 
mountain  shore, 

The  faithful  watchdog  at  the 
midnight  door, 

Safe  in  their  guard  imprisoned 
love  had  slept, 

Her  baffled  suitors  youthful  Danae  wept ; 

But  with  rich  bribes  the  laughing  gods  be- 
trayed 

The  yielding  guardian  and  the  enamoured 
maid. 
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Aurum  per  medios  ire  satellites 
et  perrumpere  amat  saxa  potentius 
ictu  fulmineo  ; concidit  auguris 
Argivi  domus,  ob  lucrum 

demersa  exitio  ; diffidit  urbium 
portas  vir  Macedo  et  subruit  aemulos 
reges  muneribus  ; munera  navium 
saevos  inlaqueant  duces. 

Crescentem  sequitur  cura  pecuniam 
maiorumque  fames  ; iure  perhorrui 
late  conspicuum  tollere  verticem, 
Maecenas,  equitum  decus. 

Quanto  quisque  sibi  plura  negaverit, 
ab  dis  plura  feret.  Nil  cupientium 
nudus  castra  peto  et  transfuga  divitum 
partis  linquere  gestio, 
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Through  armed  satellites  and  walls  of  stone 
Gold  wings  its  flight,  resistless  though  alone. 

Ah  ! who  the  wiles  of  womankind  hath  tried  ? 
By  gold,  the  priest,  the  blameless  augur,  died. 
Mark  Philip’s  march  ! the  obedient  cities  fall. 
Ope  the  wide  gates,  and  yields  the  embattled 
wall. 

To  gold,  each  petty  tyrant  sank  a prey, 

King  after  king  confessed  its  powerful  sway. 
On  wisdom’s  patriot  voice  the  siren  hung, 

And  stayed  the  thunders  of  the  Athenian 
tongue ; 

The  war-worn  veteran  oft  his  trophies  sold, 
And  venal  navies  owned  the  power  of  gold. 

Enlarging  wealth  increasing  wishes  share, 

The  gods  have  cursed  the  miser’s  hoard  with 
care ; 

To  modest  worth  are  choicest  blessings  sent, 
Heaven  loves  the  humble  virtues  of  content. 
Far  from  the  rich  thy  poet  loves  to  dwell, 
And  share  the  silence  of  the  hermit’s  cell. 

The  wild  brook  babbling  down  the  mountain’s 
side, 

The  chestnut  copse  that  spreads  its  leafy  pride, 
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contemptae  dominus  splendidior  rei, 
quam  si  quicquid  arat  impiger  Apulus 
occultare  meis  dicerer  horreis, 
magnas  inter  opes  inops. 

Purae  rivus  aquae  silvaque  iugerum 
paucorum  et  segetis  certa  fides  meae 
fulgentem  imperio  fertilis  Africae 
fallit  sorte  beatior. 

Quamquam  nec  Calabrae  mella  ferunt  apes, 
nec  Laestrygonia  Bacchus  in  amphora 
languescit  mihi,  nec  pinguia  Gallicis 
crescunt  vellera  pascuis, 

importuna  tamen  pauperies  abest, 
nec,  si  plura  velim,  tu  dare  deneges. 
Contracto  melius  parva  cupidine 
vectigalia  porrigam 
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The  garden-plot  that  asks  but  little  room. 

The  ripening  corn-field,  and  the  orchard's 
bloom. 

These  simple  pleasures,  trust  me,  are  unknown 
To  the  rich  palace,  or  the  jewelled  throne; 
The  wealthy  lords  of  Afric's  wild  domain 
Would  spurn  my  lowly  roof  and  bounded 
plain. 

Cold  are  the  Sabine  hills ! hives  not  for  me 
Its  hoarded  nectar  the  Calabrian  bee. 

Here  no  rich  vines  their  amber  clusters  rain, 
Not  mine  the  fleece  that  decks  Gallicia's  plain. 
Yet  want,  for  once,  avoids  a poet's  door. 
Content  and  grateful,  can  I ask  for  more  ? 
But  should  thy  bard  seek  ampler  means  to 
live, 

Patron  and  friend ! thy  liberal  hand  would 
give. 

What  if  increasing  wealth  withholds  its  shower. 
If  the  rich  widow  guards  her  jealous  dower  ; 
Then  wiser  learn  the  effect  is  still  the  same, 
From  humbler  wishes  and  contracted  aim. 
More  wealthy  thou,  than  if  thy  lands  could 
join 

All  Phrygia's  harvests  to  the  Lydian  mine  : 
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quam  si  Mygdoniis  regnum  Alyattei 
campis  continuem.  Multa  petentibus 
desunt  multa ; bene  est  cui  deus  obtulit 
parca  quod  satis  est  manu. 
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Not  want  alone  surrounds  the  opening  door. 
For  pride  and  avarice  are  ever  poor ; 

Delusive  hope  and  wild  desire,  combined. 
Feed  with  vain  thoughts  the  hunger  of  the 
mind. 

But  blessed  is  he  to  whom  indulgent  Heaven 
Man’s  happiest  state  — enough  — not  more, 
has  given. 


J.  Mitford 
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CARMEN  XVII 


ELI  vetusto  nobilis  ab  Lamo, 
(quando  et  priores  hinc  Lamias 
ferunt 

denominates  et  nepotum 
per  memores  genus  omne 
fastos, 

auctore  ab  illo  ducis  originem 
qui  Formiarum  moenia  dicitur 
princeps  et  innantem  Maricae 
litoribus  tenuisse  Lirim 

late  tyrannus,)  eras  foliis  nemus 
multis  et  alga  litus  inutili 
demissa  tempestas  ab  Euro 
sternet,  aquae  nisi  fallit  augur 

annosa  cornix  ; dum  potes,  aridum 
compone  lignum  ; eras  genium  mero 
curabis  et  porco  bimenstri 
cum  famulis  operum  solutis. 
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ODE  XVII 

ELIUS,  whose  ancient  lineage 
springs 

From  Lamus,  founder  of  the 
name, 

(From  whom  a sacred  line  of 
kings 

Shines  through  the  long  records  of  fame ; 

From  whom  th’  illustrious  race  arose 
Who  first  possessed  the  Formian  towers. 
And  reigned  where  Liris  smoothly  flows 
To  fair  Marica’s  marshy  shores,) 

If  the  old  shower-foretelling  crow 
Croak  not  her  boding  note  in  vain. 
To-morrow’s  eastern  storm  shall  strow 

The  woods  with  leaves,  with  weeds  the 
main. 

Then  pile  the  fuel  while  you  may, 

And  cheer  your  spirit  high  with  wine. 

Give  to  your  slaves  one  idle  day. 

And  feast  upon  the  fatted  swine. 

Philip  Francis 
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CARMEN  XVIII 

AVNE,  nympharum  fugientum 
amator, 

per  meos  finis  et  aprica  rura 
lenis  incedas,  abeasque  parvis 
aequus  alumnis, 

si  tener  pleno  cadit  haedus  anno, 
larga  nec  desunt  Veneris  sodali 
vina  craterae,  vetus  ara  multo 
fumat  odore. 

Ludit  herboso  pecus  omne  campo, 
cum  tibi  nonae  redeunt  Decembres; 
festus  in  pratis  vacat  otioso 
cum  bove  pagus  ; 
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ODE  XVIII 

FAUNUS,  lover  of  the  nymphs 
who  flee, 

On  sunlit  farms  of  mine  your 
blessings  be 

And  guard  my  flocks  and  fold. 

For  at  the  closing  of  a fruitful  year, 

A kid  shall  fall  and  wine  and  love  be  here, 
And  smoke  the  altar  old. 

When  come  for  thee  December’s  nones  again, 
The  herds  shall  gambol  o’er  the  grassy  plain. 
The  festal  village  play. 
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inter  audacis  lupus  errat  agnos, 
spargit  agrestis  tibi  silva  frondis, 
gaudet  invisam  pepulisse  fossor 
ter  pede  terram. 
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And  harmless  through  the  sheep  the  wolves 
can  glide. 

To  thee  its  foliage  falls  from  forest  wide, 

And  dance  the  hinds  away. 

General  Hyde 
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CARMEN  XIX 

VANTVM  distet  ab  Inacho 
Codrus,  pro  patria  non  timi- 
dus  mori, 

narras  et  genus  Aeaci 

et  pugnata  sacro  bella  sub 
Ilio: 

quo  Chium  pretio  cadum 

mercemur,  quis  aquam  temperet  ignibus, 
quo  praebente  domum  et  quota 
Paelignis  caream  frigoribus,  taces. 

Da  lunae  propere  novae, 

da  noctis  mediae,  da,  puer,  auguris 
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ODE  XIX 

)W  far  removed  from  Inachus 
of  old 

Is  Codrus,  fearless  for  his 
realm  to  die  ; 

The  race  of  Eacus ; and  the 
battles  rolled 
Round  consecrated  Troy  ; — 

These  you  descant  upon  ; but  how  to  buy 
A cask  of  Chian  for  the  banquet  joy ; 

Who  is  to  find  a house  and  bid 

The  baths  be  warmed  ; and  when  I may  be 
rid 

Of  the  dull  sense  of  this  Pelignian  cold 
You  have  not  told  ! 

Hallo ! Bring  a flowing  bumper,  boy  ! 

For  the  new  moon  this  bumper ; prithee, 
pour 


99 


Murenae.  Tribus  aut  novem 

miscentur  cyathis  pocula  commodis. 
Qui  Musas  amat  imparis, 

ternos  ter  cyathos  attonitus  petet 
vates  ; tris  prohibet  supra 

rixarum  metuens  tangere  Gratia 
nudis  iuncta  sororibus. 

Insanire  iuvat  : cur  Berecyntiae 
cessant  flamina  tibiae  ? 

Cur  pendet  tacita  fistula  cum  lyra  ? 
Parcentis  ego  dexteras 

odi  : sparge  rosas  ; audiat  invidus 
dementem  strepitum  Lycus 

et  vicina  seni  non  habilis  Lyco. 
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Another  out  for  midnight ! and  one  more 

For — for  — my  friend  the  Soothsayer  ! 
So,  hold  ! 

Three  cups  for  every  man ; or,  if  it  be 

More  to  his  wishes,  three  times  three ; 

The  rapture  - stricken  bard,  who  takes  de- 
light 

In  the  odd-numbered  Muses  nine. 

Shall  shout  for  bumpers  nine  — the  frenzied 
wight. 

The  Sister-Graces  nude 
In  beautiful  conjunction  trine, 

Fearful  of  quarrels  rude. 

Seem  to  forbid  more  than  three  cups  of 
wine. 

But  I must  rave  ; give  way  ! ’t  is  my  de- 
sire; 

Where  is  the  music  of  the  Phrygian  flute  ? 

Why  is  the  pipe  hung  mute  — 

Hung  up  all  mutely  by  the  unstricken 
lyre  ? 

Hold,  boy  ! I hate  those  niggard  handfuls; 
strew 

Showers  of  gorgeous  roses  round  about  ! 

And  let  old  Lycus  hear  our  revel-rout. 

And  his  young  wife,  ill-sorted,  hear  it, 
too  ! 
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Spissa  te  nitidum  coma, 

puro  te  similem,  Telephe,  Vespero 
tempestiva  petit  Rhode  ; 

me  lentus  Glycerae  torret  amor  meae. 
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Ah,  Telephus,  sweet  Telephus,  beware, 

For  thee  warm  Chloe  sighs ; she  sighs  for 
thee. 

With  thy  thick-flowing  hair. 

And  brilliant  as  the  star  of  waning  day ; 

Alas  for  me  ! 

Glycera’s  love,  my  friend,  with  secret  care. 
Slowly  consumes  my  heart  and  soul  away  ! 

William  Dowe 


CARMEN  XX 

ON  vides  quanto  moveas  pe- 
riclo, 

Pyrrhe,  Gaetulae  catulos  leae- 
nae  ? 

Dura  post  paulo  fugies  inaudax 
proelia  raptor, 

cum  per  obstantis  iuvenum  catervas 
ibit  insignem  repetens  Nearchum : 
grande  certamen,  tibi  praeda  cedat 
maior  an  illi. 
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ODE  XX 

OW  great  the  danger,  Pyrrhus, 
canst  not  see  ? 

From  Afric’s  lioness  her 
whelps  to  snatch  ! 

Ere  long,  thou  nerveless  spoiler, 
shalt  thou  flee 
The  unequal  match. 

When  stalks  she  through  the  youths’  opposing 
throng, 

Loud  is  the  strife  the  beauteous  prey  to 
claim, 

Whether  Nearchus  shall  to  thee  belong 
Or  to  the  dame : 
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Interim,  dum  tu  celeres  sagittas 
promis,  haec  dentis  acuit  timendos, 
arbiter  pugnae  posuisse  nudo 
sub  pede  palmam 

fertur  et  leni  recreare  vento 
sparsum  odoratis  umerum  capillis, 
qualis  aut  Nireus  fuit  aut  aquosa 
raptus  ab  Ida. 
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Meantime,  while  thou  dost  point  the  feathered 
steel. 

She  whets  her  awful  fangs ; the  palm  he 
spurns, 

Though  umpire  of  the  fight,  beneath  his  heel, 
And  careless  turns 

His  shapely  shoulder  to  the  cooling  air 

That  lifts  his  perfumed  locks.  Such  was 
the  grace 

Of  him  from  watery  Ida  stolen : so  fair 
Was  Nireus’  face. 

G.  J.  Whyte-Melville 


CARMEN  XXI 


NAT  A mecum  consule  Man- 
lio, 

seu  tu  querellas  sive  geris  iocos 
seu  rixam  et  insanos  amores 
seu  facilem,  pia  testa,  som- 
num. 
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ODE  XXI 

PRECIOUS  crock,  whose 
summers  date, 

Like  mine,  from  Manlius’  con- 
sulate, 

I wot  not  whether  in  your 
breast 

Lie  maudlin  wail  or  merry  jest. 

Or  sudden  choler,  or  the  fire 
Of  tipsy  Love’s  insane  desire, 

Or  fumes  of  soft  caressing  sleep, 

Or  what  more  potent  charms  you  keep ; 

But  this  I know,  your  ripened  power 
Befits  some  choicely  festive  hour. 
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quocumque  lectum  nomine  Massicum 
servas,  moveri  digna  bono  die, 
descende,  Corvino  iubente 
promere  languidiora  vina. 

Non  ille,  quamquam  Socraticis  madet 
sermonibus,  te  negleget  horridus : 
narratur  et  prisci  Catonis 
saepe  mero  caluisse  virtus. 

Tu  lene  tormentum  ingenio  admoves 
plerumque  duro  ; tu  sapientium 
curas  et  arcanum  iocoso 
consilium  retegis  Lyaeo  ; 

tu  spem  reducis  mentibus  anxiis 
virisque  et  addis  cornua  pauperi, 
post  te  neque  iratos  trementi 

regum  apices  neque  militum  arma. 
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A cup  peculiarly  mellow 
Corvinus  asks ; so  come,  old  fellow, 
From  your  time-honoured  bin  descend, 
And  let  me  gratify  my  friend ! 

No  churl  is  he,  your  charms  to  slight, 
Though  most  intensely  erudite  ; 

And  even  old  Cato’s  worth,  we  know, 
Took  from  good  wine  a nobler  glow. 

Your  magic  power  of  wit  can  spread 
The  halo  round  a dullard’s  head, 

Can  make  the  sage  forget  his  care, 

His  bosom’s  inmost  thoughts  unbare. 
And  drown  his  solemn-faced  pretence 
Beneath  your  blithesome  influence. 
Bright  hope  you  bring  and  vigour  back 
To  minds  outworn  upon  the  rack, 

And  put  such  courage  in  the  brain 
As  makes  the  poor  be  men  again. 
Whom  neither  tyrants’  wrath  affrights. 
Nor  all  their  bristling  satellites. 

Bacchus,  and  Venus,  so  that  she 
Bring  only  frank  festivity, 

With  sister  Graces  in  her  train, 
Entwining  close  in  lovely  chain. 
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Te  Liber  et,  si  laeta  aderit,  Venus 
segnesque  nodum  solvere  Gratiae 
vivaeque  producent  lucernae 

dum  rediens  fugat  astra  Phoebus. 
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And  gladsome  tapers’  living  light, 

Shall  spread  your  treasures  o’er  the  night. 
Till  Phoebus  the  red  East  unbars, 

And  puts  to  rout  the  trembling  stars. 

Sir  Theodore  Martin 
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CARMEN  XXII 

ONTIVM  custos  nemorumque 
virgo, 

quae  laborantis  utero  puellas 
ter  vocata  audis  adimisque  leto, 
diva  triformis, 

imminens  villae  tua  pinus  esto, 
quam  per  exactos  ego  laetus  annos 
verris  obliquum  meditantis  ictum 
sanguine  donem. 


ODE  XXII 


jHASTE  goddess  of  the  radiant 
night. 

Who  lov’st  the  airy  mountain’s 
height, 

And  guard’st  the  sylvan 
bower ; 

Who  thrice  invoked  with  pious  prayers 
Reliev’st  the  teeming  matron’s  cares 
Saved  by  thy  triple  power  : 


Accept  this  vow ; henceforth  the  pine 
That  shades  my  humble  roof  is  thine  ; 

Where,  menacing  the  sight. 

Slain  by  my  hand  a boar  shall  stain, 

Each  year,  thy  consecrated  fane. 

On  this  returning  light. 

William  Boscawen 
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CARMEN  XXIII 


AELO  supinas  si  tuleris  manus 
nascente  luna,  rustica  Phidyle, 
si  ture  placaris  et  horna 
fruge  Laris  avidaque  porca. 


nec  pestilentem  sentiet  Africum 
fecunda  vitis  nec  sterilem  seges 
robiginem  aut  dulces  alumni 
pomifero  grave  tempus  anno. 
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ODE  XXIII 

r,  rural  Phidyle,  at  the  moon’s 
arise 

To  heaven  thou  lift  thy  hands 
in  humble  wise : 

If  thou  with  sacrifice  thy  Lars 
wilt  please. 

Or  with  new  fruit  or  greedy  swine  appease. 

Thy  fertile  vineyard  shall  not  suffer  blast 
From  pestilent  south  ; nor  parching  dew  be 
cast 

Upon  thy  corn,  nor  shall  thy  children  dear 
Feel  sickly  fits  in  autumn  of  the  year. 
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Nam  quae  nivali  pascitur  Algido 
devota  quercus  inter  et  ilices 
aut  crescit  Albanis  in  herbis 
victima  pontificum  securis 

cervice  tinguet : te  nihil  attinet 
temptare  multa  caede  bidentium 
parvos  coronantem  marino 
rore  deos  fragilique  myrto. 

Immunis  aram  si  tetigit  manus, 
non  sumptuosa  blandior  hostia, 
mollivit  aversos  Penatis 
farre  pio  et  saliente  mica. 
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PH  I DY  LE 


If  thv  hand,  free  from  ill,  the  altar  touch, 

Thou  shalt  the  offended  gods  appease  as  much 
With  gift  of  sparkling  salt  and  pious  meal 
As  if  thy  vows  more  costly  victims  seal. 

— Ode  xxiii.,  v.  5. 


Etching  ^ James  Fagan 
From  an  original  drawing 
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If  thv  hand,  free  from  ill,  the  altar  touch, 

Thou  shalt  the  offended  gods  appease  as  much 
With  gift  of  sparkling  salt  and  pious  meal 
As  if  thy  vows  more  costly  victims  seal. 

— Ode  xxiii.,  v.  5. 


Etching  ^ James  Fagan 
From  an  original  drawing 
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It  is  the  long  vowed  victim,  which  is  fed 
’Mongst  holms  and  oaks  on  snowy  Algid’s 
head. 

Or  which  in  fat  Albanian  pastures  grew. 

That  shall  the  priest’s  sharp  axe  with  blood 
imbrue. 

To  thee,  who  petty  gods  dost  magnify 
With  myrtle  branch  and  sprig  of  rosemary, 

It  nothing  appertains  their  feasts  to  keep 
With  frequent  slaughters  of  the  fattest  sheep. 

If  thy  hand,  free  from  ill,  the  altar  touch, 
Thou  shalt  the  offended  gods  appease  as  much 
With  gift  of  sparkling  salt  and  pious  meal 
As  if  thy  vows  more  costly  victims  seal. 

Sir  Thomas  Hawkins 
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CARMEN  XXIV 

NTACTIS  opulentior 

thesauris  Arabum  et  divitis 
Indiae 

caementis  licet  occupes 

Tyrrhenum  omne  tuis  et 
mare  Apulicum, 

si  figit  adamantinos 

summis  verticibus  dira  Necessitas 
clavos,  non  animum  metu, 

non  mortis  laqueis  expedies  caput. 
Campestres  melius  Scythae, 

quorum  plaustra  vagas  rite  trahunt  domos, 
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ODE  XXIV 

HOUGH,  as  the  lord  of  trea- 
sures which  outshine 
The  unrifled  wealth  of  Araby 
and  Indus, 

The  piles  on  which  reposed 

Filled  up  both  oceans,  Tuscan  and  Apulic ; 

Yet  if  dire  Fate  her  nails  of  adamant 

Into  thy  loftiest  roof-tree  once  hath  driven, 
Thou  shalt  not  banish  terror  from  thy  soul, 
Nor  from  the  snares  of  death  thy  head  de- 
liver. 

Happier  the  Scythians,  wont  o’er  townless 
wilds 

To  shift  the  wains  that  are  their  nomad 
dwellings ; 
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vivunt  et  rigidi  Getae, 

immetata  quibus  iugera  liberas 
fruges  et  Cererem  ferunt, 

nec  cultura  placet  longior  annua, 
defunctumque  laboribus 

aequali  recreat  sorte  vicarius. 

Ulic  matre  carentibus 

privignis  mulier  temperat  innocens, 
nec  dotata  regit  virum 

coniunx,  nec  nitido  fidit  adultero ; 
dos  est  magna  parentium 

virtus  et  metuens  alterius  viri 
certo  foedere  castitas, 

et  peccare  nefas  aut  pretium  est  mori. 

O quisquis  volet  impias 

caedis  et  rabiem  tollere  civicam, 
si  quaeret  pater  urbium 

subscribi  statuis,  indomitam  audeat 
refrenare  licentiam, 

clarus  post  genitis,  — quatenus,  heu  nefas ! 
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Or  the  rude  Getas  whose  unmeted  soil 

Yields  its  free  sheaves  and  fruits  to  all  in 
common  ; 

There  each  man  toils  but  for  his  single  year — 
Rests,  and  another  takes  his  turn  of  labour  ; 
There  ev’n  the  step-dame,  mild  and  harmless, 
gives 

To  orphans  motherless  again  the  mother. 

No  dowered  she-despot  rules  her  lord,  nor 
trusts 

The  wife’s  protection  to  the  leman’s  splen- 
dour. 

There  is  the  dower  indeed  magnificent ! 
Ancestral  virtue,  chastity  unbroken. 

Shrinking  with  terror  from  all  love  save 
one  ; 

Or  death  the  only  sentence  for  dishonour. 
Oh,  whosoe’er  would  banish  out  of  Rome 
Intestine  rage  and  fratricidal  slaughter, 

If  he  would  have  on  reverent  statues  graved 
This  holy  title,  “Father  of  his  Country,” 
Let  him  be  bold  enough  to  strike  at  vice, 
Curb  what  is  now  indomitable  — License, 
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virtutem  incolumem  odimus, 

sublatam  ex  oculis  quaerimus  invidi. 
Quid  tristes  querimoniae, 

si  non  supplicio  culpa  reciditur,  • 
quid  leges  sine  moribus 

vanae  proficiunt,  si  neque  fervidis 
pars  inclusa  caloribus 

mundi  nec  Boreae  finitimum  latus 
durataeque  solo  nives 

mercatorem  abigunt,  horrida  callidi 
vincunt  aequora  navitae, 

magnum  pauperies  opprobrium  iubet 
quidvis  et  facere  et  pati, 

virtutisque  viam  deserit  arduae  ? 

Vel  nos  in  Capitolium, 

quo  clamor  vocat  et  turba  faventium, 
vel  nos  in  mare  proximum 

gemmas  et  lapides  aurum  et  inutile, 
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And  earn  the  praise  of  after-time  ! Alas  ! 
Virtue  we  hate  while  seen  alive  ! when  van- 
ished. 

We  seek  her  — but  invidiously  ; and  right 
The  virtue  dead  to  wrong  some  virtue  living. 

But  what  avails  the  verbiage  of  complaint  — 
To  rail  at  guilt,  yet  punish  not  the  guilty  ? 

What  without  morals  profit  empty  laws  ? 

If  not  that  zone,  which,  as  his  own  enclo- 
sure, 

The  sun  belts  round  with  fires  — nor  that 
whose  soil 

Is  ice,  the  hard  land  bordering  upon  Bo- 
reas — 

Scare  back  the  avarice  of  insatiate  trade, 

And  oceans  are  the  conquests  of  the  sailor ; 

If  dread  to  encounter  the  supreme  reproach 
Of  poverty,  ordains  to  do  and  suffer 

All  things  for  profit,  and  desert  as  bare 

The  difficult  way  that  only  mounts  to  virtue  ? 

Oh,  were  we  penitent,  indeed,  for  sins. 

How  we  should  haste  to  cast  gems,  gauds, 
gold,  useless 
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summi  materiem  mali, 

mittamus,  scelerum  si  bene  paenitet. 
Eradenda  cupidinis 

pravi  sunt  elementa  et  tenerae  nimis 
mentes  asperioribus 

formandae  studiis.  Nescit  equo  rudis 
haerere  ingenuus  puer 

venarique  timet,  ludere  doctior, 
seu  Graeco  iubeas  trocho, 
seu  malis  vetita  legibus  alea, 
cum  periura  patris  fides 

consortem  socium  fallat  et  hospites. 
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Save  as  the  raw  material  of  all  ill. 

Amid  the  shouts  of  multitudes  applaud- 
ing, 

Into  the  vaults  of  Capitolian  Jove, 

Or  that  safe  treasure-house  — the  nearest 
ocean  ! 

To  weed  out  avarice  dig  down  to  the  root. 
And  minds  relaxed  rebrace  by  rougher 
training. 

Look  at  yon  high-born  boy — he  can  not 
ride ! 

Horseback  too  rude  for  him  — the  chase 
too  dangerous. 

Skilful  and  brave  — to  trundle  a Greek 

And  break  the  laws  which  interdict  the  dice- 
box  ; 

While  his  mean  father  with  a perjured  oath 
Swindles  alike  his  partner  and  his  hearth- 
guest. 

Spurred  by  one  passion,  — how  to  scrape  the 
pelf 

His  worthless  self  bequeaths  an  heir  as 
worthless. 
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indignoque  pecuniam 

heredi  properet.  Scilicet  improbae 
crescunt  divitiae : tamen 

curtae  nescio  quid  semper  abest  rei. 


1 28 


The  immoderate  riches  grow,  forsooth,  and 
grow. 

But  ne’er  in  growing  can  attain  completion ; 
An  unknown  something,  ever  absent  still. 
Stints  into  want  the  unsufficing  fortune. 

Lord  Lytton 
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CARMEN  XXV 


| VO  me,  Bacche,  rapis  tui 

plenum  ? Quae  nemora  aut 
quos  agor  in  specus 
velox  mente  nova  ? Quibus 
antris  egregii  Caesaris  audiar 
aeternum  meditans  decus 

stellis  inserere  et  consilio  Iovis  ? 
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ODE  XXV 


HERE  dost  thou  drag  me,  son 
of  Semele, 

Me  who  am  lost  in  wine  ? 
Through  what  lone  groves, 
through  what  wild  haunts 
of  thine 

Am  I,  in  this  strange  frenzy,  forced  to  flee  ? 
From  what  deep  caverns  (as  I meditate 
On  peerless  Caesar’s  fame  and  deathless  fate) 
Shall  I be  heard,  when  my  exulting  cries 
Proclaim  him  friend  of  Jove,  and  star  in  yon 
bright  skies  ? 
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Dicam  insigne,  recens,  adhuc 

indictum  ore  alio.  Non  secus  in  iugis 
exsomnis  stupet  Euhias, 

Hebrum  prospiciens  et  nive  candidam 
Thracen  ac  pede  barbaro 

lustratam  Rhodopen,  ut  mihi  devio 
ripas  et  vacuum  nemus 

mirari  libet.  O Naiadum  potens 
Baccharumque  valentium 

proceras  manibus  vertere  fraxinos, 
nil  parvum  aut  humili  modo, 

nil  mortale  loquar.  Dulce  periculum  est, 
O Lenaee,  sequi  deum 

cingentem  viridi  tempora  pampino. 
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Something  I ’ll  shout  — new  — strange  — as 
yet  unsung 

By  any  other  human  tongue ! 

Thus,  stung  by  thee,  the  sleepless  Bacchanals 
ever 

Grow  mad  whilst  gazing  on  the  Hebrus  river, 
On  snow-white  Thrace,  and  Rhodope,  whose 
crown 

Barbarian  footsteps  trample  down. 

And  oh ! like  them  it  joys  my  soul 
To  wander  where  the  rivers  roll. 

To  gaze  upon  the  dark  and  desert  groves. 

O thou  great  power,  whom  the  Naiad  loves 
And  Bacchant  women  worship  (who  o’er- 
throw 

The  mighty  ash-trees  as  they  go). 
Nothing  little,  nothing  low. 

Nothing  mortal  will  I sing. 

’T  is  risk,  but  pleasant  risk,  O king ! 

To  follow  thus  a god  who  loves  to  twine 
His  temples  with  the  green  and  curling  vine. 

Barry  Cornwall 
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CARMEN  XXVI 


IXI  puellis  nuper  idoneus 
et  militavi  non  sine  gloria : 
nunc  arma  defunctumque 
bello 

barbiton  hie  paries  habebit, 

laevum  marinae  qui  Veneris  latus 
custodit.  Hie,  hie  ponite  lucida 
funalia  et  vectis  et  arcus 
oppositis  foribus  minacis. 

O quae  beatam  diva  tenes  Cyprum  et 
Memphin  carentem  Sithonia  nive, 
regina,  sublimi  flagello 

tange  Chloen  semel  arrogantem. 
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ODE  XXVI 

LATELY  with  young  virgins 
did  comply. 

And  was  in  Cupid’s  camp  re- 
nowned high ; 

Now  my  engines  (wars  at 
end) 

And  lute  I ’ll  on  this  wall  suspend ; 
Bord’ring  on  sea-born  Venus’s  left  hand. 

Here,  here  let  my  enlightening  taper  stand. 

With  my  levers  and  my  bow. 

That  barred-up  doors  can  open  throw. 

Thou  who  dost  o’er  blest  Cyprus  Isle  preside. 
And  Memphis  where  no  Thracian  snow  can 
bide, 

O Queen  ! with  far-fetched  stroke 
Once  haughty  Chloe’s  ire  revoke. 

Alexander  Brome 
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CARMEN  XXVII 


MPIOS  parrae  recinentis  omen 
ducat  et  praegnans  canis  aut  ab 
agro 

rava  decurrens  lupa  Lanuvino 
fetaque  volpes  ; 


rumpat  et  serpens  iter  institutum, 
si  per  obliquum  similis  sagittae 
terruit  mannos  : ego  cui  timebo 
providus  auspex, 


antequam  stantis  repetat  paludes 
imbrium  divina  avis  imminentum. 


136 


ODE  XXVII 


ET  the  ill  omen  of  the  shrilling 
screech-owl 

Or  pregnant  bitch  or  vixen 
newly  littered, 

Or  tawny  she-wolf  skulked 
down  from  Lanuvium 
Convoy  the  wicked ; 


Let  the  snake  break  off  their  intended  journey. 
If  their  nags  start,  when  arrow-like  he  glances 
Slant  on  the  road  — I,  where  I love,  a cau- 
tious, 

Provident  augur. 


Ere  the  weird  crow,  reseeking  stagnant  marshes. 
Predict  the  rain-storm,  will  invoke  the  raven 
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oscinem  corvum  prece  suscitabo 
solis  ab  ortu. 

Sis  licet  felix,  ubicumque  mavis, 
et  memor  nostri,  Galatea,  vivas, 
teque  nec  laevus  vetet  ire  picus 
nec  vaga  cornix. 

Sed  vides  quanto  trepidet  tumultu 
pronus  Orion  ? Ego  quid  sit  ater 
Hadriae  novi  sinus  et  quid  albus 
peccet  Iapyx. 

Hostium  uxores  puerique  caecos 
sentiant  motus  orientis  Austri  et 
aequoris  nigri  fremitum  et  trementis 
verbere  ripas. 

Sic  et  Europe  niveum  doloso 
credidit  tauro  latus  et  scatentem 
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From  the  far  East,  who,  as  the  priestlier 
croaker. 

Shall  overawe  him. 

Go  where  thou  mayst,  be  happy  ; and  remem- 
ber 

Me,  Galatea  ! May  no  chough’s  dark  shadow 

Lose  thee  a sunbeam,  nor  one  green  wood- 
pecker 

Dare  to  tap  leftward. 

But  see  where  quick  and  quivering  with  the 
tempest 

Glares  sloped  Orion.  I have  known  the  break- 
ers 

In  Hadria’s  gulf ; and  with  what  fawning 
smoothness 

Sins  the  pale  west  wind. 

To  feel  the  blind,  tumultuous  shock  of  Auster, 

The  howl  of  dark  seas  lashing  shores  that 
tremble  — 

This  we  wish  only  to  the  wives  and  children 

Of  our  worst  foemen. 

Europa,  thus  to  the  fair  bull  deceiving 

Trusted  her  snowy  form  ; thus,  ensnared  in 
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beluis  pontum  mediasque  fraudes 
palluit  audax. 

Nuper  in  pratis  studiosa  florum  et 
debitae  Nymphis  opifex  coronae, 
nocte  sublustri  nihil  astra  praeter 
vidit  et  undas. 

Quae  simul  centum  tetigit  potentem 
oppidis  Creten,  ‘ Pater,  — o relictum 
filiae  nomen,  pietasque  9 dixit 
‘ victa  furore ! 

Vnde  quo  veni  ? Levis  una  mors  est 
virginum  culpae.  Vigilansne  ploro 
turpe  commissum,  an  vitiis  carentem 
ludit  imago 

vana,  quae  porta  fugiens  eburna 
somnium  ducit  ? Meliusne  fluctus 
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The  widths  of  ocean,  eying  its  dread  mon- 
sters, 

Paled  from  her  courage : 

She  who  so  lately  in  the  tranquil  meadows 

Culled  wild  flowers  due  as  coronals  to  wood- 
nymphs. 

Now  beheld  only  through  night’s  darkling 
glimmer 

Stars  and  wild  waters. 

Once  reaching  Crete,  Isle  of  the  Hundred 
Cities, 

“ Father,”  she  cried,  o’ercome  with  shame 
and  sorrow, 

“ A daughter’s  name,  alas ! a daughter’s  duty 
I have  abandoned. 

“ What  have  I done  ? what  left  ? The  crimes 
of  virgins 

A single  death  does  not  suffice  to  punish. 

Am  I awake  ? have  I in  truth  committed 
Sin,  and  so  vilely  ? 

“ Or  am  I guiltless  — duped  by  a vain  phan- 
tom 

Leading  a dream  out  of  the  ivory  portal  ? 
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ire  per  longos  fuit,  an  recentis 
carpere  flores  ? 

Si  quis  infamem  mihi  nunc  iuvencum 
dedat  iratae,  lacerare  ferro  et 
frangere  enitar  modo  multum  amati 
cornua  monstri. 

Impudens  liqui  patrios  penatis, 
impudens  Orcum  moror.  O deorum 
si  quis  haec  audis,  utinam  inter  errem 
nuda  leones ! 

Antequam  turpis  macies  decentis 
occupet  malas  teneraeque  sue  us 
defluat  praedae,  speciosa  quaero 
pascere  tigris. 

Vilis  Europe,  pater  urget  absens, 
quid  mori  cessas  ? Potes  hac  ab  orno 
pendulum  zona  bene  te  secuta 
laedere  collum  ; 
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Could  I indeed  have  left  for  watery  deserts 
Home  and  the  wild-flowers  ? 

“ Oh  that  the  bull  were  to  my  wrath  deliv- 
ered ! 

Oh  for  a sword  to  hack  his  horns,  and  mangle 
The  monster  now  so  hated,  though  so  lately  — 
Woe  is  me  ! — worshipped. 

“ Shameless,  my  household  gods  I have  for- 
saken. 

Shameless,  I loiter  on  the  road  to  Orcus ! 
Would  to  the  gods  that  I were  in  the  desert 
Strayed  among  lions ! 

“ While  in  these  cheeks  the  bloom  be  yet  un- 
withered. 

And  all  the  sap  of  the  luxuriant  life-blood 
Make  their  prey  tempting,  may  this  fatal 
beauty 

Fear  the  fierce  tigers. 

“ I hear  my  absent  father,  ‘ Vile  Europa, 

Why  pause  to  die  ? More  ways  than  one,  O 
coward ! 

Here,  at  this  elm-tree,  strangled  by  thy  girdle, 
Sole  friend  not  cast  off; 
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sive  te  rupes  et  acuta  leto 
saxa  delectant,  age  te  procellae 
crede  veloci,  nisi  erile  mavis 
carpere  pensum 

regius  sanguis,  dominaeque  tradi 
barbarae  paelex/  Aderat  querenti 
perfidum  ridens  Venus  et  remisso 
filius  arcu  ; 

mox,  ubi  lusit  satis,  ‘ Abstineto  * 
dixit  ‘ irarum  calidaeque  rixae, 
cum  tibi  invisus  laceranda  reddet 
cornua  taurus. 

Vxor  invicti  Iovis  esse  nescis. 

Mitte  singultus,  bene  ferre  magnam 
disce  fortunam  : tua  sectus  orbis 
nomina  ducet/ 


“ ‘ Or  there,  down  yonder  precipice,  plunge 
headlong 

Whirled  by  the  storm-blast  to  thy  grave  in 
ocean  ; 

Unless,  O royal  born,  it  please  thee  better. 
Sold  into  bondage, 

“‘To  card  the  wool  of  some  barbarian  mis- 
tress. 

And  share  with  her  the  base  love  of  a sav- 
age/ ” 

While  thus  she  raved  despairing,  Venus  softly 
Neared  her,  arch-smiling. 

With  the  boy- archer  — but  his  bow  was  loos- 
ened ; 

And  sating  first  her  mirth,  thus  spoke  the 
goddess : 

“ Thou  wilt  not  scold  when  this  loathed  bull, 
returning. 

Yields  to  thy  mercy. 

“ Know  thyself  bride  of  Jove  the  all-subduing. 

Hush  sobs;  learn  well  to  bear  thy  glorious 
fortune ; 

Thou  on  one  section  of  the  globe  bestowest 
Name  everlasting.” 

Lord  Lytton 
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CARMEN  XXVIII 


ESTO  quid  potius  die 

Neptuni  faciam  ? Prome  re- 
conditum, 

Lyde,  strenua  Caecubum, 

munitaeque  adhibe  vim  sapi- 
entiae. 


Inclinare  meridiem 

sentis  et,  veluti  stet  volucris  dies, 
parcis  deripere  horreo 

cessantem  Bibuli  consulis  amphoram. 
Nos  cantabimus  invicem 

Neptunum  et  viridis  Nereidum  comas ; 
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ODE  XXVIII 


shall  we  do,  O Lydia,  say, 
To  keep  great  Neptune’s  hol- 
iday ? 

Fill  high  the  goblet,  take  by 
storm 

Th’  intrenchments  Wisdom  thought  to  form. 
See  ! from  his  zenith  Sol  decline; 

And  now,  as  if  the  day 
Stood  still,  and  never  ceased  to  shine. 

You  wilfully  delay 
The  wine-jar  from  its  bin  to  tear. 

Where  it  hath  slept  full  many  a year. 

Then  will  I chant  by  turns  the  praise 
Of  Neptune  and  the  sea-green  locks 
Of  Nereids  sporting  on  the  rocks : 

While  you  in  corresponding  lays. 

Upon  the  tuneful  lyre, 
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tu  curva  recines  lyra 

Latonam  et  celeris  spicula  Cynthiae; 
summo  carmine  quae  Cnidon 

fulgentisque  tenet  Cycladas,  et  Paphum 
iunctis  visit  oloribus ; 

dicetur  merita  Nox  quoque  nenia. 
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Hymns  to  Latona’s  fame  shall  raise, 

And  Cynthia’s  shafts  of  fire  : 

And  finally  of  her  will  sing, 

The  Goddess  Queen  whose  smile 
Beams  on  the  Cnidian  bow’rs  of  spring 
And  Paphos’  favoured  Isle, 

When  steered  by  swans  she  skims  the  seas 
That  wash  the  sun-bright  Cyclades ; 

Till  sleep  shall  close  each  wearied  eye, 

And  night  shall  hear  our  lullaby. 

Philip  Francis 
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CARMEN  XXIX 

YRRHENA  regum  progenies, 
tibi 

non  ante  verso  lene  merum  cado 
cum  flore,  Maecenas,  rosa- 
rum  et 

pressa  tuis  balanus  capillis 

iamdudum  apud  me  est : eripe  te  morae, 
ne  semper  udum  Tibur  et  Aefulae 
declive  contempleris  arvum  et 
Telegoni  iuga  parricidae. 

Fastidiosam  desere  copiam  et 
molem  propinquam  nubibus  arduis  ; 
omitte  mirari  beatae 

fumum  et  opes  strepitumque  Romae. 

Plerumque  gratae  divitibus  vices, 
mundaeque  parvo  sub  lare  pauperum 


ODE  XXIX 


pECENAS, — sprung  from  Tus- 
can kings,  — for  thee 
Mild  wine  in  vessels  never 
touch’d  I keep  : 

Here  roses  and  sweet  odours 
be 

Whose  dew  thy  hair  shall  steep. 


O stay  not,  let  moist  Tiber  be  disdained, 
And  JE full’s  declining  fields  and  hills. 
Where  once  Telegonus  remained  — 
Whose  hand  his  father  kills. 


Forsake  the  height  where  loathsome  plenty 
cloys, 

And  towers  which  to  the  lofty  clouds  aspire ; 
The  smoke  of  Rome,  her  wealth  and  noise 
Thou  wilt  not  here  admire. 


In  pleasing  change  the  rich  man  takes  delight, 
And  frugal  meals  in  homely  seats  allows, 

lS* 


cenae  sine  aulaeis  et  ostro 

sollicitam  explicuere  frontem. 

Iam  clarus  occultum  Andromedae  pater 
ostendit  ignem,  iam  Procyon  furit 
et  Stella  vesani  Leonis, 
sole  dies  referente  siccos ; 

iam  pastor  umbras  cum  grege  languido 
rivumque  fessus  quaerit  et  horridi 
dumeta  Silvani,  caretque 
ripa  vagis  taciturna  ventis : 

tu  civitatem  quis  deceat  status 
curas  et  urbi  sollicitus  times 
quid  Seres  et  regnata  Cyro 

Bactra  parent  Tanaisque  discors. 

Prudens  futuri  temporis  exitum 
caliginosa  nocte  premit  deus, 
ridetque  si  mortalis  ultra 

fas  trepidat.  Quod  adest  memento 

componere  aequus  : cetera  fluminis 
ritu  feruntur,  nunc  medio  alveo 
cum  pace  delabentis  Etruscum 
in  mare,  nunc  lapides  adesos 
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Where  hangings  want  and  purple  bright. 
He  clears  his  care-full  brows. 

Now  Cepheus  plainly  shows  his  hidden  fire. 
The  Dogstar  now  his  furious  heat  displays, 
The  Lion  spreads  his  raging  ire. 

The  sun  brings  parching  days. 

The  shepherd  now  his  sickly  flock  restores 
With  shades  and  rivers,  and  the  thickets  finds 
Of  rough  Sylvanus  ; silent  shores 
Are  free  from  playing  winds. 

To  keep  the  state  in  order  is  thy  care: 
Solicitous  for  Rome,  thou  fear’st  the  wars 
Which  barbarous  eastern  troops  prepare. 
And  Tanais,  used  to  jars. 

The  wise  Creator  from  our  knowledge  hides 
The  end  of  future  times  in  darksome  night ; 
False  thoughts  of  mortals  he  derides 
When  them  vain  toys  affright. 

With  mindful  temper  present  hours  compose 
The  rest  are  like  a river,  which  with  ease 
Sometimes  within  its  channel  flows 
Into  Etrurian  seas. 

*53 


stirpisque  raptas  et  pecus  et  domos 
volventis  una,  non  sine  montium 
clamore  vicinaeque  silvae, 
cum  fera  diluvies  quietos 

inritat  amnis.  Ille  potens  sui 
laetusque  deget,  cui  licet  in  diem 
dixisse  ‘ Vixi ; eras  vel  atra 
nube  polum  Pater  occupato, 

vel  sole  puro : non  tamen  inritum 
quodcumque  retro  est  efficiet,  neque 
diffinget  infectumque  reddet 
quod  fugiens  semel  hora  vexit.’ 

Fortuna,  saevo  laeta  negotio  et 
ludum  insolentem  ludere  pertinax, 
transmutat  incertos  honores, 
nunc  mihi,  nunc  alii  benigna. 

Laudo  manentem  : si  celeris  quatit 
pennas,  resigno  quae  dedit  et  mea 
virtute  me  involvo  probamque 
pauperiem  sine  dote  quaero. 
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Oft  stones,  trees,  flocks,  and  houses  it  devours. 
With  echoes  from  the  hills  and  neighboring 
woods 

When  some  fierce  deluge,  raised  by  showers, 
Turns  quiet  brooks  to  floods. 

He,  master  of  himself,  in  mirth  may  live 
Who  saith,  “ I rest  well  pleased  with  former 
days. 

Let  God  from  heaven  to-morrow  give 
Black  clouds  or  sunny  rays. 

No  force  can  make  that  void,  which  once  is 
past ; 

These  things  are  never  altered,  or  undone, 
Which  from  the  instant  rolling  fast 
With  flying  moments  run.” 

Proud  Fortune,  joyful  sad  affairs  to  find, 
Insulting  in  her  sport,  delights  to  change 
Uncertain  honours  : quickly  kind. 

And  straight  again  as  strange. 

I praise  her  stay ; but  if  she  stir  her  wings. 
Her  gifts  I leave,  and  to  myself  retire, 

Wrapt  in  my  virtue : honest  things 
In  want  no  dower  require. 
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Non  est  meum,  si  mugiat  Africis 
malus  procellis,  ad  miseras  preces 
decurrere  et  votis  pacisci, 

ne  Cypriae  Tyriaeque  merces 

addant  avaro  divitias  mari : 
tunc  me  biremis  praesidio  scaphae 
tutum  per  Aegaeos  tumultus 
aura  feret  geminusque  Pollux. 
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When  Libyan  storms  the  mast  in  pieces  shake 
I never  God  with  prayers  and  vows  implore. 
Lest  precious  wares  addition  make 
To  greedy  Neptune’s  store. 

Then  I,  contented  with  a little  boat. 

Am  through  iEgean  waves  by  winds  con- 
veyed. 

Where  Pollux  makes  me  safely  float, 

And  Castor’s  friendly  aid. 

Sir  John  Beaumont 
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CARMEN  XXX 

XEGI  monumentum  aere  peren- 
nius 

regalique  situ  pyramidum  al- 
tius, 

quod  non  imber  edax,  non 
Aquilo  impotens 
possit  diruere  aut  innumerabilis 
annorum  series  et  fuga  temporum. 

Non  omnis  moriar,  multaque  pars  mei 
vitabit  Libitinam  ; usque  ego  postera 
crescam  laude  recens ; dum  Capitolium 
scandet  cum  tacita  virgine  pontifex, 
dicar,  qua  violens  obstrepit  Aufidus 
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ODE  XXX 

ORE  durable  than  brass,  in 
height 

Surpassing  far  the  regal  site 
Of  pyramids,  I Ve  raised  a 
tower 

That  shall  defy  the  cankering  shower  ; 

Nor  northern  blast,  nor  lapse  of  time 
Shall  mar  the  beauties  of  its  prime. 

I shall  not  wholly  die,  for  still  shall  live 
My  better  part  for  aye,  to  give 
Freshness  and  vigour  to  the  praise 
That  I shall  reap  in  after  days. 

Long  as  the  priest  the  Capitol  ascends. 

And  her  chaste  steps  the  silent  vestal  bends : 
Famous,  though  sprung  of  lowly  birth, 
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et  qua  pauper  aquae  Daunus  agrestium 
regnavit  populorum  ex  humili  potens, 
princeps  Aeolium  carmen  ad  Italos 
deduxisse  modos.  Sume  superbiam 
quaesitam  meritis  et  mihi  Delphica 
lauro  cinge  volens,  Melpomene,  comam. 
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O'er  thirsty  Datums'  sterile  earth  ; 

Where  Aufidus'  hoarse  waves  resound 
There  shall  my  name  with  fame  be  crowned 
As  the  first  poet  who  had  sung 
iTolian  verse  in  Latin  tongue. 

Melpomene  ! usurp  thy  sway. 

My  temples  wreathe  with  Delphic  bay. 


Herbert  Grant 
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